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SAGACITY! THE MOST POWERFUL AND NIMBLE 
ENGINE IN ANY AMERICAN BUILT MOTOR CAR 
RIDES UNDER THE STUTZ HOOD. MIGHTY 
POWER! NOT MERE SIZE, BUT A PECULIAR SA- 
GACITY, MIXED WITH HIGH ENGINEERING SKILL, 
HAS MADE POSSIBLE THIS FINE ACHIEVEMENT. 
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What 


Shakespeare 
Says about ee a 
Coca-Cola 














‘Ever precise in 
promise keeping”’ 


Why smile because Lucio 
talked about a drink a few 
centuries before he could get 
it? There’s no more point to 
that than to laugh at Mark 
Twain's Connecticut Yankee 
at King Arthur's Court. What 
Lucio said about Coca-Cola 
was no joke—proved by these 
facts: 


Pure as Sunlight 
And the proof of its purity is in 


the testing. Twenty-two scien- 
tific tests, covering every step in 
Bfeneuse for Missense its preparation, safeguard this 


Act I, Scene 2 s 
8 million_ pure drink of natural flavors. 


The Coca-Cola Company, Altanta, Ga. 
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y Particular men prefer Phoenix socks because ner \ 


are certain that in a wide variety of the smartest 


patterns and newest colors they will find also long 
miles of stocking economy. You'll like their style. 


\ PHOENIX HOSIERY / 
























































THIS CAMPAIGN IS GETTING HOT 


by 


PrePARATORY to starting an aggressive| 


campaign—which will carry the war into 
the enemy territory—I owe it to the Anti- 
Bunks to sum up my stand to date. 

In the first place I believed that the 
Anti-Bunk party should make its nomina- 
tion without cost to the taxpayer. 

So we made our nomination in a hotel 
room at a cost of $10.00 (it was a front 
room). That’s just where all nominations 
are really made, But the difference with 
us was we admitted it. 

The platform was made out of planks 
carried in by voters. When we built it, we 
left plenty of room between the planks for 
wise-cracks. Here are some of them: 





Our Support Wiit Have to Come 
FROM THOsE WuHo Want NorHINc, 
anD Have THE ASSURANCE OF GETTING 
Ir. Tots Means THAT WE Won’ Pay 
4 Cent For Votes. We Want Vort- 
ERs BUT THEY Must Be AMaATEuRs. 








WHATEVER Hoover or SMITH Prom- 
iss You, We’tt Rise "Em at LEAst 


20 





WILL ROGERS 
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We’re Gornc to Exviminate Party 
LEADERS, Stocans, Bott-WEEVIL 
LuNCHEON CLuBs, ViceE-PRESIDENTs, 
Sano Freas, Conventions, GoLr 
Pants AND Lots oF OTHER THINGs. 








As I Have Saw Repeatedly, THere 
Wit Be No Errorr at Sex APPEAL. 
A Canpipate Can Win Wirtnout Sex 
AppEAL, as Was Proven IN 1924. 








We Apmit THE EXISTENCE OF THE 
PROHIBITION IssuE, As WHAT’s ON YOUR 
Hie Must Be on Your Minp. So Our 
PLANK Is: “Wine For THE RicHu, BEER 
FOR THE Poor, AND MooNsHINE LIQUOR 
FOR THE PROHIBITIONISTS.” 








We Witt Nor Onty GIvE THE 
FarMER Revier, We Witt Cure Hm 
oF Bernc A FARMER. 








Ir Evecrep, I PosittrveLy ANp Asso- 
LUTELY AGREE TO RESIGN. 














No Matrer Wuat’s on Our P at- 
FORM Now, on Novemser SixtH WE 
Witt Have 
PLATFORM. 


4 BonFiRE AND BuRN THE 








Now our platform isn’t finished yet. We 
keep on building it as we go. Anybody 
who can give us ten votes can have a 
plank of his own in the Platform. 

Next week I’m going to issue a chal- 
lenge to one of my rival candidates to 
come right out in the open and debate. 

I won’t say which one he is now, but 
I’m giving them both warning. My de- 
bate challenge will be addressed to the 
candidate Aimself. I refuse to lower my- 
self to argue in public with an Official 
Spokesman. 

Say, speaking of Official Spokesmen, it 
looks to me like the voters will begin to 
get the idea that the Republican candidate 
is Dr. Work and the Democrat candidate 
is Mr. Raskob. 

Those birds have done all the talking 
to date. 

(Watch this space next week for Our 
Candidate's first official challenge.) 
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Hollywood Pastimes 
(The Power of Publicity) 


“Now look, Miss Dreap. You just leave it 
all to me an’ I'll put you over in a big 
way. See?” 

“Yeh. How much’ll it cost, Mr. Gold- 
farb?”’ 

“It ain’t just a business deal with me. 
See? I’m interested in you. See? I’m 
gonna make June Dreap as well known 
as Ivory Soap or Coca-Cola.” 

“That'd be just dandy, Mr. Goldfarb.” 

“We ain’t after pin money. We want 
heavy sugar. If I can’t get you a five-year 
contract startin’ at two grand a week, | 
don’t know this publicity racket. See?” 

“How much’ll it cost, Mr. Goldfarb?” 

“First, you got to advertise big in all 
the trade papers—because them dirty so- 
and-so’s pan you plenty if you don’t ad- 
vertise in their lousy sheets.” 

“Is advertising expensive?” 

“Then, I'll take you around with me so 
you can meet a lotta big mugs in this 
business. It cin’t how good you are, it’s 
who you know in this racket. See? I 
know all of ‘em. Joe Apfelstrudel, assist- 
ant general manager of Magnificent Pro- 











ductions, went to school with my wife’s 
sister-in-law.” 

“Do you get a percentage of my sala- 
ry? 

“We'll work out some nice, dignified 
way of gettin’ you before the public. 
You're a very refined kid and we gotta 
do it dignified. See?” 

“Well, would it come to as much as 
twenty-five per cent, Mr. Goldfarb?” 

“Baby, I got it! Here’s somethin’ brand- 
new and very genteel: we'll hire a steam 
calliope, three-sheet your name all over 
it an’ drive it around Hollywood. It'll 
wow ’em.” 

“How much will that cost, Mr. Gold- 
farb?” Robert Lord. 





THE EVOLUTION OF BUSINESS 


Once it was “your line of endeavor.” 
Or “your calling.” 
Or “‘your occupational pursuit.” 
Or “‘your means of livelihood.” 
Or “your chosen vocation.” 
Or “your job.” 
Or “‘your game.” 

* - 


Now it’s “your racket!” 




















Mr Sp urce: Well, it certainly is great to have dinner all by ourselves for a change. 


—, 


Sic Transit Gloria Mundi 


But yesterday his name was news; 
Today oblivion’s shadows fall, 

For man is as the powers choose 
And one convention changes all, 


What if he wear the weirdest chaps? 
No presses for the news will wait, 
For Time our sense of values scraps 
And fish alone now heed his bait. 


Time was, because he seldom spoke, 
His words for mighty wisdom passed, 
Now silence, like a muffling cloak, 
Makes silence meaningless at last. 
Dalnar Devening. 





Sales Talks 


“How do you DO Mrs. Jones I believe 
warm today isn’t it yes yes I am Miss 
Gluck of the School Children’s Census 
Bureau I am taking a census of all the 
school children to discover just what they 
read I'll just step in for a moment if you 
don’t mind and get the facts about your 
children I saw them playing in the yard 
the little dears such pretty children and 
so intelligent-looking too the little girl is 
the picture of you Mrs. Jones but I think 
the little boy favors his father I just saw 
Mrs. Murphy your neighbor _ lovely 
woman Mrs. Murphy she was telling me 
what great readers her children are | 
know your children must read a lot too 
Mrs. Murphy asked me to order a spe- 
cial set of books that I happened to tell 
her about the new International Library 
of Youth in twelve volumes bound in 
Morocco and profusely illustrated in all 
languages including the Scandinavian 
here is one of the books I just happen to 
have in my bag notice these topics for 
your child’s ready reference just taking a 
page at random here we have Kangaroos 
Kinematics Kleptomania*Kesher Ku Klux 
Klan now isn’t that “educational you 
know I really don’t see how a child can 
be well-informed without these wonderful 
books now just sign the card and pay 
five dollars down and as a special favor 
I'll get these books just for you and Mrs. 
Murphy.” W. Boyce Morgan. 








PEEK-A-BOO 
Jenny (in department store): Oh, look 
at the pretty bathing suit. 
Evetyn: Where? I don’t see it. 
Jenny: Qh, right over there behind 
that price tag. 





He who laughs last reads the Lit 
erary Digest: 











“T see where Lindbergh isn’t flying the Atiantic this summer!” 


“I told you that guy was yellow!” 





Inside Story of the Girl Who 
Dared the Man to Jump Over- 
board from an Ocean Liner 


Sue: I don’t believe you really love me 
at all. 

He: | do, too! I'll prove it in any way 
you can suggest. 

Sue: Well, if you really love me | 
spose you’d do anything to prove it, 
wouldn't you? 

He: Sure, that’s what I said. 

Sue: But you wouldn’t, really, I bet. 

He: I would, too! 

Sue: All right, if you love me, jump 
overboard. 

He: All right, but it’s awfully foggy 
right here. 

Sue: You said you’d do anything— 

He (removing his coat): Well, 1 willl 

Sue: Oh, go on—you’re just fooling. 

He: I am, am I? All right, then. (He 
vaults over the rail.) 

Sue: Oh, you idiot! HEAVens, I had 
no idea he was such a fool! Hi, Captain! 
Man OVerboard or something! GOSH, 
isn’t it simply THRILLing, my dear! 

Lloyd Mayer. 





Cause for Melancholy 


You wonder why professional humorists 
always wear sour expressions? Listen, 
brother. The other day I picked up a 
paper and read that an bes Catholic 





had just sent Heflin a check to reward his 
“services to the Catholic Church.” And 
on the next page I saw a story about a 
policeman who saw a man drowning. He 
threw the fellow a rope, and the drowning 
man yelled back that he was committing 


suicide. Then John Law pulled out his 





gun and told the would-be suicide to grab 
the rope or he’d shoot him. The man was 
pulled safely to shore. 

Now I ask you—how can a mere pro- 
fessional humorist survive when he gets 
so much competition from the actual 
news? Don Moore. 
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“No golf course here! What do you people do for exercise?” 
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“Taxi!” 





“What Hath God Wrought!” 
Tue youtu of Athens did not know 
The glory that is radio, 

For few there were in Greece who heard 
Demosthenes’s magic word. 


Nor, as I’ve been at pains to look up, 
Was there in Rome a mammoth hook-up; 
And SPQR had no show 
To listen in on Cicero. 


When Britain’s orators were peaches, 

Few heard their fine, impassioned 
speeches. 

Who thought that Radio would work 

In the brave days of Pitt and Burke? 


Or, take it in the U. S. A., 

Webster and Hayne, Calhoun and Clay 
Articulated all unknown 

To static and to microphone. 


Blessed are we who live to know 
The wonders of the radio, 

And every little boy and gal 

May hear the words of Bert and Al. 


O boon so rich! O gift so rare! 

Hoover and Smith are on the air! 

Let’s listen to that red-hot wower, 

The Joyze-Boyze Kandy Jazz Boys’ Hour. 


Franklin P. Adams. 





What Every Real Estate Agent 
Should Know 

Q. What is a Man of Vision? 

A. A man who will pay a high price 
for a lot in an undeveloped section. 
QO. What is meant by City improve- 
ments? 
A. Nothing. 
Q. Why is it cheaper to buy than to 
rent? 
A. Nobody knows. 
Q. What should you do when a pros- 
pect asks you to explain Easy Payments? 
A. Change the subject. 
OQ. Why is it that property on the 
street-car line is more desirable than prop- 
erty a mile from the street-car line? 
A. It is more convenient and you don’t 
mind the noise after the first week. 
QO. Why is it that property a mile from 
the street-car line is more desirable than 
property on the street-car line? 
A. It is less noisy and you don’t mind 
the walk after the first week. 


John Henly Tyree. 





Wuo remembers the old days 
when couples talked a while before they 








MRS. PEP’S DIARY 


July  L8® heat somewhat abated 
ul) - ; a 

thank God, so, mindful of the 
10 fact that for the ensuing three 
days I must live upon sour milk, I did 
wait until Samuel had quit the house and 
then did commission Katie to prepare me 
a Welsh rarebit, which I consumed with 
zest and a beaker of cold beer, very fine. 
Marge Boothby to see me, telling me how 
R. B., a portrait-painting friend of ours, 
had had a client who had protested be. 
cause R. did not make her up on canvas 
as highly as she was accustomed to do 
herself in daily life, and how the woman, 
after getting the picture home, had light. 
ened the nose with white paint and put 
carmine on the lips, whereupon R., hear. 








‘Alenc'on_ 
ScOTCHMAN: Three dollars to take out 


front tooth? I should say not! I'll pick a 
fight on my way home. 





ing of the outrage, had visited the house 
when the client was absent and painted 
out her signature. Then, discoursing upon 
Galsworthy’s finish of his great saga, we 
did speculate upon Irene Forsyte, upon 
whose infinite charm we have always 
agreed, and wonder whether or not she 
might have taken us in as she took all the 
characters in, and been nothing more than 
a hardhearted hussy, out for what she 





started necking? 


could get. But to assure ourselves we 
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reread the earlier Forsyte novels, 


h will be no hardship. Persuaded M. 


must 
whic 


to stop to luncheon, having a fine salad 
made from the two lobsters for which | 
laid out only a dollar and ten cents yes- 
terday at Sheepshead Bay, and when she 
had gone, reading in a first-rate novel by 


Fleanor Scott called “War Among 
Ladies,” and so moved by the suggestion 
that the hub of the universe varies with 
individual taste that I lay awake half the 
night trying to locate my own, and I do 
believe I have none at all, a deficiency 
which I must try to remedy at once. 


THE morning post exceedingly 
heavy, and in it a fine, sporting 
letter from Mr. Hector Fuller, 
who has made a book of his experiences 
abroad with Mayor Walker, and his note 
spoke of my “self-evident perpetual 
youth,” and I wish I could be certain that 
Mr. Fuller did mean it for a compliment, 
since its sole basis is a perusal of my writ- 
ings. Lord! I hope I may not grow to be 
like so many women of today who refuse 
to give in gracefully to the lengthening 
shadows, but I doubt if I stand in any 
real danger, having arranged with two 
or three cronies that they shall tap me 
fatally on the head if they catch me shop- 
ping in a Misses’ department or sitting 
on the stairs with college students after I 
have passed the half-century mark. Up and 
did on one of my new sleeveless prints, 
and so to the chaise-longue beneath an 
electric fan to read Storm Jameson’s new 
novel, which has two of the most selfish 
young people in it that ever I read 


Jul) 




















Moviz THEATER MaNacer: Get a mechanic at once! Something’s gone wrong with the 
Movietone, and the Western hero is lisping! 





about, and, albeit Mistress Jameson’s rich- 
tapestry method has depreciated no whit, 
I am wroth with her for failing, in the 
choice of such subject matter, to realize 
that the war has been over ten years. Sam 
home betimes, bringing with him an out- 





of-town client, and when it turned out in 
the course of some flippant conversation 
that the gentleman had never heard of 
Lilith, I decided that I would keep to 
my room and have my dinner on a tray. 


Baird Leonard. 
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A MEETING OF THE ITALIAN CABINET 
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**Be at My Office at Nine o’Clock — Sharp!” 

















A Short (what there is of it) 
History of American Political 
Problems 
CHAP. I. VOL. I. 


In our two introductions to this history 
(one of which was lost) we made a gen- 
eral survey of the development of political 
theory and practice from Plato down to 


Old Man (“He Must Know Nothin’ ”’) | 


River. In beginning our history proper, it 
might perhaps be wise to forget all that 
we have said before and start fresh, as a 
lot of new things have come up since the 
jast introduction was written (such as the 
Abolition of Slavery and the entire Recon- 
struction Period) which have changed the 
volitical aspect considerably. 

We will begin our history, therefore, 
with the year 1800; in the first place, be- 
cause 1800 is a good round number and 
easily remembered (Vanderbilt 1800, for 
instance), and in the second place, be- 
cause it marked the defeat of the Federal- 
ist Party under Hamilton by the Repub- 
licans under Jefferson. 

Now you are going to start back in 
astonishment when I say ‘Republicans 
under Jefferson” and most likely will 
write in and say, “What do you mean, 
Republicans under Jefferson, you big old 
gimp you! Everybody knows that it was 
Jeflerson who founded the Democratic 
Party....Yours truly (whatever your 
name happens to be) Z 

And here is where I will have the laugh 
on you, because you will have forgotten 
what I told you in one of our introduc- 
tions to this history about the present 
Democratic Party having once been called 
the Republican Party. So when I say 
“Republicans under Jefferson” I mean 
“Republicans under Jefferson” and no 
more back talk out of you, either. If you 
had devoted half the time to reading one, 
or both, of the introductions to this 
history that you devote to jazz and 
petting-parties you would know some- 
thing about the political history of your 
country instead of being such a nincom- 
poop. (There was a political party named 
the “Nincompoops” a little later on, and 
I can hardly wait to tell you about it... .. 
Perhaps I won’t wait. I may tell about 
it any minute now. [Adv.]) 

Now the reason for the defeat of the 
Federalists in 1800 was based on several 
influences which have a rather important 
bearing on our story. They were: 


1. The Federalists (as I have told you 
again and again until I am sick of it) 
thought that the Federal Government 
ought to have the power to rule the vari- 
ous states with a rod of iron. A good way 








“Stop, stop, driver, I say! You mustn’t go down that street. That sign says, ‘Danger!’” 
“It’s all right for me, ma’am. I can’t read.” 





to remember this is by means of an old 
rhyme: “The Federalists thought that the 
Federal Government ought to have the 
power to rule the various states with a rod 
of iron. Rum-tiddy-um-tum-tum-tiron!” 
2. Hamilton himself was very snooty. 
3. Adams (John), the Federalist Presi- 














“Lumbago P” 
“No—moderne furniture.” 





dent, was very snooty and a Harvard man 
into the bargain. 
4. No one ever had any fun. 


JEFFERSON, on the other hand, believed 
that the various states ought to be allowed 
to govern themselves, using the Federal 
Government only when company came or 
when there was a big reception or some- 
thing. This appealed to the various states, 
and as, after all, the various states were 
made up of the voters themselves and the 
Federal Government consisted chiefly of 
Hamilton and Adams and their families, 
it is little wonder that, on a majority vote, 
the various states won. 

So, in 1801, Thomas Jefferson took over 
the reins of the government and the Re- 
publican Party had its first opportunity to 
show the strength of its principles. 

But we are getting ahead of our story. 

In our next chapter we will take up 
the final collapse of the Federalists and 
the appearance of the Whigs. There will 
also be dancing and a brief reaffirmation 
of America’s debt of gratitude to France. 


Robert Benchley. 





DOWN THROUGH THE AEONS 


First Unicectucar Amoeba: Why so 
despondent, old top? Ay” 

Seconp U. A.: Oh, I'll never amount 
to anything socially. I’ve just discovered 


“ ” 


that I haven’t got “rr. 
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THE ANCIENTS chis- 
eled in stone the re- 





port of such of their 
doings or opinions as they considered 
particularly important, and some of those 
hand-chopped histories have endured to 
this day. We set down the voluminous 
record of our time on wood-pulp paper 
that falls to pieces in a decade or so, 
unless someone lays it away in a corner- 
stone. Of that record nothing will survive 
except what our descendants find worth 
reprinting, and their taste in the matter 
may not agree with ours, nor (what is 
more regrettable) with the needs of a re- 
moter posterity. The Philippines are not 
at the moment the most important region 
of the earth, nor do they seem likely to 
be until long after the newspaper files 
and Government archives of 1928 have 
crumbled to dust; so it may be that 
future ages will have no record of the 
pastoral address lately delivered to the 
Philippine legislature by Colonel Henry 
L. Stimson, Governor General of those 
more or less happy isles. Yet it is a docu- 
ment which the historian of our fortieth 
century may find of inestimable value. 
Not that the Philippines, by that time, 
will necessarily be the greatest nation of 
the world; though that seems at least as 
slausible as the notion that some day the 
Lisesiy of Europe would revolve around 
Britain would have seemed to Julius 
Caesar, who went to Britain in search of 
pearls and publicity, and came away as 
soon as he had got enough of both to 
annoy his enemies. The point about 
Colonel Stimson’s message is that two 
thousand years from now it will furnish 
an admirable text for a sermon on 
twentieth-century industrialism. (The for- 
tieth century may be industrial, too, but 





its industrialism is not likely to bear any 
very close resemblance to ours.) Colonel 
Stimson is a devout believer in the in- 
dustrialism of our time, in Big Business 
(though he prefers the euphemism of 
“what is known as modern large busi- 
ness”); he has served as its evangelist, 
offering its blessings to the benighted 
Nicaraguans with such fervor as inspired 
Paul and Silas; and now he brings the 
glad tidings to the Filipinos, too. Only 
by “the use of large quantities of capital 
properly organized and intelligently ap- 
plied according to modern standards” can 
the Filipinos prosper; and people who 
have that capital will not invest it in the 
Philippines without assurance of “the 
safety of investment and the certainty of 
fair treatment under the laws.” 

To the radicals, that will mean that the 
Filipinos are about to be dragged in 
chains behind the triumphal chariot of 
American capitalism; but few things are 
as simple as they appear to the radicals. 
For Colonel Stimson reports what he calls 
a “singular condition” among the Fili- 
pinos, “‘a disparity between the ideals and 
tastes which they have cultivated and 
their present power to satisfy those tastes.” 
In other words, the Filipinos want more 
than they can afford. If there is anything 
singular about that, it is a singularity 
which has affected the whole human race. 


Otp-rasHIoneD Europeans are given to 
much complaining, of late, over the 
“‘Americanization” of their continent; 
and their lamentations are echoed by 
American tourists, who are annoyed be- 
cause villages in the Pyrenees and the 
Carpathians whose quaintness used to be 
restful to the traveling American observer 
are now doing their best to look like Dan- 
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ville, Illinois, or Washington Coup 
House, Ohio. This tendency is regrettable 
from several points of view, but nobody 
knows how to stop it. For Americanizs. 
tion means the adoption of the American 
standard of living—a quantity standard, 
not a quality standard; it means Owning 
more things, and especially more new 
things. It is not a bad guess that two 
thousand years from now the most im. 
portant fact of early twentieth-century 
history will be the spread over the world 
of this “singular condition,” which to ali 
appearance will keep on spreading until 
the remotest village in the jungles of the 
Congo has its quota of automobiles and 
radios and electric refrigerators. For, dis. 
tasteful as it may be to tourists, or even to 
professional worriers about whither we 
are drifting, most human beings of what- 
ever race would rather be prosperous than 
quaint, or even happy. 





CoLoneL Stimson’s remedy seems as 
sound as his diagnosis; if the Filipinos 
want more things, they can get them only 
by “the use of large quantities of capital 
properly organized and intelligently ap- 
plied according to modern standards.” 
Filipinos who regard this prospect as 
threatening “economic serfdom’’ are re- 
minded that the United States, in the 
nineteenth century, borrowed freely from 
Europe without falling into any economic 
serfdom to the Old World. One doubts 
whether the Filipinos will fail to notice 
that their relation to the United States 
is not precisely that of nineteenth-century 
America to Europe; but one doubts, also, 
whether that will stop them. If the only 
way they can get the automobiles and 
radios is by running some risk of sert- 
dom, the risk will be run; if the Filipinos 
are not ready to chance it yet, they will 
be, after a few years more of intensive ad- 
vertising campaigns. 

No, Colonel Stimson is quite right; 
once the dominant motive of life becomes 
the acquisition of things in quantity, 
there is only one way to get them. The 
Filipinos must develop, they must become 
industrialized, they must work. And s0, 
one by one, must all of the peoples whom 
the rest of us call backward; they must 
learn, as the benevolent Colonel puts 1t, 
to “win their proper place in the markets 
of the world.” And what then? What will 
happen when every nation has won its 
place in world markets, when the last 


undeveloped people has been developed, 
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when every region of the world has gone 
in for mass production, turning out daily 
more than it can consume? Well, in this 
country we have already found the answer 
for overproduction in the doctrine of ob- 
solescence. Instead of using things till they 
wear out, we throw them away or turn 
them in for a this year’s model. It would 
be treasonous to doubt that that process 
can be kept. up forever; and while the 
earth’s natural resources will be exhausted 
some day, and must be exhausted a good 
deal more rapidly, under this system, than 
if we produced only what we need, let us 
all trust that when that time comes the 
Lord will provide. 

Man, at least, shows no present inclina- 
tion to do any providing. 





A woman in New York was robbed, and 
threatened with graver indignities, by a 
taxi driver whom she eventually fright- 
ened away by brandishing the family 
automatic pistol. A detective whom she 
summoned wasted no time in the pos- 
sibly futile and certainly onerous en- 
deavor to catch the robber, but arrested 
the woman for possessing a pistol without 
a permit. She had a permit, it seems, in 
Virginia, where the pistol was bought; so 
in that state she could defend herself 
against a thug without committing a 
crime. But if various well-organized and 
assiduous reform groups get their way we 
shall presently have an anti-pistol law, and 
then a woman who defends her jewels, or 
her honor, against an assailant anywhere 
in the country will do so at the risk of a 
term in jail. 

Of course, if the criminal classes obey 
the law, turn over all their firearms to 
the police, and refuse to purchase new 
ones from gun bootleggers, a woman 
who is strong and skilled in boxing will 
still have some chance. New York has 
enjoyed an anti-pistol law for years, and 
one has yet to hear of a New York gun- 
man who had to turn to honest labor 
because he could no longer obtain the 
tools of his trade; but New York, as 
Senator Borah and William Allen White 
can tell you, is wickeder than the rest of 
the country. 

Sull, there seems only one absolutely 
safe and certain remedy. Let the national 
anti-pistol law be written into the Con- 
stitution as the Twentieth Amendment. 
Then everybody will obey it and the 
problem will be solved forever. 

Elmer Davis. 
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The Museum of Natural History Sublets as a Training Field for Chiropractors 





— Life Lines — 


THE pPoLiticaL season has been opened 
officially, with William Allen White 
throwing out the first mud. 
JL 

We learn with relief that diparaxy- 
lylguanidine is a substance used in vul- 
canizing rubber. On first meeting the 
word, we feared it was something inserted 
into the gin recently acquired by a friend. 


Ir is a year since a woman in 

Spain gave birth to a child with five arms. 

Yet the scarcity of first-class shortstops 
seems about the same. 
JL 

Horers have been springing up 

so rapidly of late that there are 1,000,000 

rooms unequipped with Gideon Bibles. 





It is understood that the occupants of 
three of these were also unable to obtain 
corkscrews from the room service depart- 
ment. 
ie 

*‘Miss Amelia Earhart, Boston social worker 
and intrepid flier, who is the first woman to 
have blown across the Atlantic.”’ 


—Wisconsin News 


Tuere’s nothing like a good tail wind. 
2 8 
A PusBLIC Lisrary in Tarrytown, 
N. Y., costing $200,000 and having room 
for 30,000 volumes, is without books. It 
is suggested, however, the deficiency can 
be overcome by installing Mr. Dreiser's 
“An American Tragedy,” complete. 
JL 
Outing of History: “When do 
we eat?” 
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THE MAIN STEM 


Dear Pat WILLARD: 

The torrid 

spells have been 

knocking over more 

people than copies 

of the Saturday 

Evening Post lately 

but roasting still is a 

favorite diversion in 

the various Broad- 

way dining-rooms these noons. I still 

have a stitch in my side from sitting back 

and getting an earful of swift repartee 

swapped by fellows who keep telling the 

other guy where to get off when they 
can’t get on themselves. 

It’s really an old game but it hasn’t a 
name yet. A good title I think would be: 
“Ouch! Take that knife outta my back!” 
It is great fun when you are not the tar- 
get and if you can think as fast as your 
tormentors. At any rate, one Anglo- 
Klaxon, who even makes a noise when 
he is buttoning his coat, started picking on 





a little chap the es eels: and 1 the 
victim came back in this manner: “And 
what are you, anyway? You are noth- 
ing but a mere press agent. Somebody 
lays an egg—and you cackle!” 

Bugs Baer summed up both contestants 
as follows: “They are just the types whose 
spines you tap to find enough yellow with 
which to paint the barn!” 

The next time you come to Broadway 
I'll have you over there and then you 
will get a rough idea, They are all right 
in their way, I suppose, Willard, but 
what makes me chuckle is that while 
they sit back and knock the other fellow, 
the other fellow is invariably perspiring 
in some office over some proposition that 
brings him the dough that his critics have 
to borrow. 

I guess the rags out your way have 
also carried the story about the Commit- 
tee of Fourteen who consumed several 
seasons discovering that Broadway is a 
very naughty thoroughfare. Heheheh! 
Imagine, Willard. The committee, it ap- 
pears, was startled in finding out that 
the whoopee-parlors (as Mr. Hershfield 
would say) were nothing but sin dens 
where night- club hostesses enticed some- 
body’s son out of money and sent him 
into a crying jag. In other words, the 
Broadway girls were weighed in the bal- 
ance and found wanton. (It was Mr. 
Hanemann who first said that.) 

I suppose the committee will sooner or 
later discover that there really isn’t a 





Horse-SHoe PitcHer: Hooray! A ringer! 








“T’se gwine be on my vacation fo’ de nex’ 
three weeks.” 
“How come?” 

“My wife’s entered one o’ dem Dance 
Marathons.” 





broken heart for every light on Broad. 
way (even if there is a broken arch for 
every heel on it). 

J. P. McEvoy, in his new book, 
Girl,” spells Whoopie his own way. 
He'll never live THAT down! There is 
a delightful song called “Dream Boat” 
on the market. “What D’Ya Say?” from 
“Scandals” is pretty and Ted Lewis has 
revived “Alexander’s Ragtime Band” for 
the discs and it gets — 
you as hot as an 
afternoon in Mon- 
tana. 

I hope you’re not 
worried about me 
here on this side of 
the Smith & Wesson 
Line where the gang- 
sters still think it is 
the Fourth of July. They are not wr 
ing people who mind their own business, 
Willard, which anyone will tell you 1s 
the Stem’s Unwritten Law. I was listen- 
ing to one Baumes law candidate last 
night brag about his fearlessness. He is 
the leader of a notorious outfit and he 
was saying that he feared no police, prison 
or perjurer. His only worry is that some 
third-rate gangster will sneak up on him 
and shoot him just to get himself a 
reputation. It’s been done, you know! 


Walter Winchell. 


“Show 





EXONERATED 
Jupce: You say the accused gagged this 
complainant and that the latter was 
unable to raise an outcry? 
Orricer: Yes, Your Honor. He forced 
him to swallow a peanut-butter sandwich. 














Little Rambles with Serious 
Thinkers 


Tuese old human hearts of ours can be 
very selfish and narrow and small upon 
occasion, but how they can spring open 
in a burst of generosity when they are 
touched by some big human dramatic 
force —Graham McNamee. 


Certainly, sexual attraction is one of love’s 
underlying components. 


—Dr. S. Parkes Cadman. 


Sex appeal is a sign of success. 
—Texas Guinar.. 


Love is the prime pastime of mankind. 
—Benito Mussolini. 


The whole Puritan civilization which has 
built a sturdy, orderly Nation is threat- 
ened by Smith.— William Allen White. 


Do not be so foolish as to envy the rich. 
They all have their troubles, and usually 
those troubles are far greater than those 
of the poor.—Bernarr Macfadden. 


People who are losing money in Wall 
Street have my deep sympathy. 
—William Howard Taft. 


I live at an expensive hotel solely because 
of their consideration for dogs. 
—O. O. Melntyre. 


Where is the net profit in all this New 

Freedom tidal wave through which 

humanity is floundering breast-deep? 
—Albert Payson Terhune. 


A husband is the man nobody knows. 
Millicent, Duchess of Sutherland. 





1928 Midsummer Night’s Dream 


“Wext, folks, this is Graham McNamee 
speaking and we're up here at the Yankee 
Stadium for the big battle of the century, 
the Tunney-Heeney scrap 

I hear the mission bands above 

now, folks, while the crowd is filing in, 
I'm going to let Phil Carlin here say a 
few words......... Ramona, I love you, 
Ramona. .... Tunney has just climbed 
through the ropes, folks, and he certainly 
is getting a great hand Ramona, | 
hear the mission bands above 
There’s the bell, they're off, the big 
battle of the century is on, folks 
Ramona, I love you, Ramona.... . And 
now if you'll just stand by you'll hear 
from your own announcer 

I hear the mission bands above 
down—he’s DOWN! Waat a sock 
Ramona, I love you, Ramona, Ramona, 


























Mr. FLoreNnz Ziecrevp (to assistant): While I’m gone, Joe, just remember this—don’t hire 


till you see the whites of their thighs. 





by au- 


thority of the Federal Radio Commission.” 


Al Graham. 





“Waar did the check for that dinner 


party come to oy 


**Me.” 





NOT COUNTING THE SPARE 
THe War Department has announced 
that new methods have been developed 
that enable rubber to last thirty-five years. 
This means that motorists may soon 
purchase a set of tires that will outlast 
thirty-five automobiles. 














Tue Host: It’s really a crime to stay indoors on a day like this. 
Tue Hostess: Ail right—I’ll tell Jenkins to set up the bridge table on the porch. 
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“Goodbye—Mother, dear—bon voyage—and I hope you get a nice divorce.” 





A CONVEXED QUESTION 
Conrractor: Today we start building 
that roundhouse in Tanktown. 
Assistant: Great! Who’s to lay the 
corner-stone? 








“When you see this map of a country of 
limitless distances, of untamed wilds, what 
do you think of?” 

“Ginger ale!” 





The Best Is None Too Good 


Saw the empty gin bottle to his com- 
rade labeled “Produce of Scotland”’: 

“Say, big bottle, that feller who just 
drank from you is going crazy. He thinks 
he’s a whirling dervish. He smashed 
every glass in the place. He bounced a 
chair off the orchestra leader’s head. He’s 
now down on all fours, taking bites out 
of the furniture. He claims he’s going 
blind. What did you do to him, anyhow?” 

“It’s not my fault,” said the Scotch 
bottle; “I gave him the best that was in 
me. 


ye oe ae 





THERE ARE OTHERS 


Down in Nicaragua they call Uncle Sam 
“El Tio Sam.” At least, that’s one of the 
things they call him. 





“Doers your radio make an awful chat- 
tering noise?” 





“Yes, it’s just like one of the family.” 


SPORTSMEN and SPORTS 


The Umps 


THere is an umpire in the National 

League who got his job by killing cattle 

in a train wreck. His name is Charles 

Rigler, and he’s a good umpire, too, in 

spite of the popular slogan among ball 

players: ““There are no good umpires!” 
Many years ago Rigler was a bush 

league arbiter. He 

was hopping from 

Grand Rapids to 

Fort Wayne and the 

passenger train on 

which he was riding 

left the rails and bi- 

sected a cattle train 

on the adjoining 

track. Only a few 
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passengers were injured but the carnage 
in the cattle cars was terrific. The bellow- 
ing of the wounded steers added to the 
general excitement and nobody seemed to 
know what to do about it. 

Rigler went back into his car, smashed 
the glass in the case containing weapons 
to be used in emergencies, and came out 
with an axe. Very methodically he went 
through the cattle cars and, with one well- 
directed blow, he put each mangled steer 
out of its misery. As he was walking 
back to his car a stranger tapped him on 
the shoulder and said: “I’m an official 
of the Pennsylvania Railroad. You're the 
only man who showed any common 
sense in this wreck. What's your name? 
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Perhaps I can do something for you.” 


“Who? Me?” answered Rigler. “Why, | ing himeclf for the 2 a A 
| ; oO e€ ASSea ° 


I’m a baseball umpire in the Central 
League. The name is Rigler.” 

“Fine,” said the railroad man, “I know 
Harry Pulliam, president of the National 
League. I'll write him a letter about you.” 

Some weeks later the umpire was sign- 
ing a hotel register in Wheeling, West 
Va., when he noticed another signature 
just above his. It read: “Harry Pulliam.” 

“Aha!” said the umpire. And again: 
“Aha!” He knew that the National 
League president had come down to have 
a peek at him in action. This wasn’t a 
situation that he could handle with an 
axe. He used diplomacy instead. 





'more chance. 





Calling the players of both teams to. 
gether just before the game, he my; 
mured in his sweetest tones: “Boys, |’p 
just tipping you off. There’s a 
league scout in the stands. You knoy 
what that means. On your toes, all of 
you. Make it a nice, snappy game. None 
of that mug stuff. They don’t want noisy 
bums in the big league. For your own 
sakes, now, no arguments. Let’s go!” 

It worked like a charm. Not a player 
let out as much as a thin whisper of pro 
test over a decision. And that night Rig. 
ler signed a contract to umpire in the 


National League. 


Major 


Speakinc of umpires, “Uncle Charley” 
Moran, another National Leagu« arbiter 
tells of the time when he was a catcher. 
He was playing somewhere “‘in the 
sticks.” The first ball was squarely over 
the plate. 

“Ball one!’ said the umpire. Unek 
Charley turned around and glared 2 
him. Another one came over the pan. 
“Ball two!” 

“You web-footed idiot!’ roared Uncle 
Charley. ““Why was that a ball?” 

“Because I’ve got fifty dollars bet on 
the other side,” said the umpire. 

7 * * 
Tuen there was the little umpire who 
was terrorized by the large colored gen 
tleman at bat. 

“Strike one!” said the umpire, tumor 
ously. The huge colored gent raised his 
bat as if to brain the umpire but finally 
compromised with a glare that meant he 
was giving his prospective victim one 
Another ball came whiz 
zing “through the middle.” 

“Two!” yelled the umpire. “Twi 
what?” roared the dusky giant, gather 


“Too. high,” said the umpire. King 
Solomon himself never made a_ wiser 
decision. John Kieran. 


HIS JOHN HANCOCK 
First TestrimoniAL Writer: I hear that 
Button Gwinnett’s signature sold for fifty 
thousand dollars. 
Seconp TEsTIMONIAL Writer: What did 
he indorse? 





Every woman thinks herself a0 
exception to epigrams beginning, “Every 
woman—”’ 
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~ THE POLITICAL 


THE BEHAVIOR of the 
South with respect 
to Alfred E. Smith 
will not be the least 
fascinating aspect of 
the coming cam- 
paign. When Mr. 
Hoover’s friends 
speak of Alabama, 
North Carolina and 
Virginia going Re- 
publican, one is inclined to smile, but at 
the same time the difficulties of Mr. 
Smith’s position are apparent. If he is 
wise, he will depend upon the impetus 
of tradition to keep Southern votes in 
line, rather than attempt to. entice sup- 
port through any direct canvass of his 
own: 

The course of safety is to assume that 
the South will remain Democratic. To be- 
have as if this Southern territory were 
debatable is simply to put ideas into peo- 
ple’s heads and to stimulate the notion 
that Southern citizens have the legal right 
to vote for a Republican. 











The South’s antagonism to Republican- 
ism is rooted in the series of events that 
followed Appomattox, but it is motivated 
at present principally from the status of 
the Negro under Republican rule. It is a 
combination of historic prejudice and an 
existing social practicality. Whether aver- 
sion to what Gov. Smith is supposed to 
embody, from the standpoint of a some- 
what ignorant Protestantism, a_ rather 
hypocritical devotion to Prohibition and a 
partially pharisaical attitude toward Tam- 
many, is sufficient to cause the South to 
abandon its political traditions remains 
to be demonstrated. I consider it doubtful 
in the extreme, but if one or two South- 
ern states should go Republican, a phe- 
nomenon of first importance will have 
appeared on the horizon. 

There are already signs of disquietude. 
Various political personalities and ele- 
ments have declared against Mr. Smith, 
although not all of them have come out 
for Mr. Hoover. Thus far, however, noth- 
ing of controlling importance has hap- 
pened. Senator “Joe” Robinson  sug- 
gested, in his simple way, that Smith 
should open a Southern headquarters, but 
our astute Governor lost no time in 
squelching this idea of his running-mate. 
A campaign of evangelism in Mr. 
Smith’s behalf would be bad news, not 
good. He must take his chance, for good 
or ill, in the South, and count upon a 
vigorous and well-directed campaign in 
other parts of the country, especially in 
the East, to put him across in November. 





ye 


oh: 


“Can I be of any assistance to you, sir?” 
“I’m looking for something appropriate for the tenth anniversary of a divorce.” 











“Make it a Clara Bow today, Toni, with just 
a touch of Greta Garbo.” 





THe CHarrMAN of the Finance Commit- 
tee of General Motors is now Chairman 
of the Democratic National Committee— 
quite a change from the bucolic and be- 
wildered Clem Shaver of West Virginia. 
The Democratic party, which is Alfred E. 
Smith, is already edging up to big money. 
Southern gentlemen may get excited about 
liquor and religion, but in the end, ex- 
cept for some fanatic spirits, these same 
Southerners will admire and approve Mr. 
Smith’s technique. Anything that vital- 
izes the Democratic party, that tends to 
make it a real factor in normal times, will 
commend itself to the South, no matter 
what opinion may be held of the nominee. 

The South is fully aware of its im- 
portance to Mr. Smith. In 1920 and 1924 
the ten states of the so-called Solid South 
constituted the principal—in fact, almost 
the exclusive — strength of the Demo- 
cratic ticket. The vital nucleus of the 
party, having accepted an antipathetic 
nominee because of an irresistible com- 
bination of circumstances, now finds con- 
trol shifting to North and East. For the 
moment, and it may be even throughout 
the campaign and in the election itself, 
Southern sentiment will be confused and 
restive, suspicious of the new order of 
things, without quite realizing what it 
means. The dose that the South must 
swallow has a somewhat bitter taste at the 
moment, because the spoon is in the hands 
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CONGRESSMAN: What arrangements are being made to bring out the voters? 
Uncie Cy: Wa—al, we've shifted the booths from the Town Hall ter Eph Wilkins’ cellar. 





of Alfred E. Smith, but Dr. Smith’s pur- 
gative will either leave these Southern pa- 
tients with clear heads or send them 
scampering for a Republican opiate. 

The appearance of Mr. Smith at the head 
of his party will perhaps have the effect of 
clearing out some of the débris which cer- 
tain Southern states send to the Congress 
of the United States. One hears much 
about a new South, an industrial South 
all fitted out with Chambers of Commerce 
and other paraphernalia of progress. Thus 
far this new spirit has not become mani- 
fest in the representation in either House 
of Congress. Although there are forty- 
seven Democratic Senators, most of whom 
are from Southern constituencies, one 
finds it difficult to select from among 
them a really first-class mentality having 
a definite grasp of national affairs. 

One reason why Senator Walter F. 
George, of Georgia, made such a deep 
impression in so short a time was the fact 
that he thought in terms unfamiliar to 
his Southern colleagues. 

The Southern representation in the Sen- 
ate is vivid and amusing, but it runs 
heavily to wide-brimmed hats, Prince Al- 
bert coats and nineteenth century spell- 
binding. It is not, in the large, a repre- 
sentation that inspires any confidence in 
the ability of its members to deal with 
the problems, foreign and domestic, that 
confront a post-war administration. The 





South does not send its best men to Con- 
gress any more than do other parts of the 
country, but its average politician in na- 
tional affairs is below the average repre- 
sentation of the North and East and some 
parts of the Middle West. If the leader- 


ship of Gov. Smith, whether it results jp 
a Democratic administration or not, cap 
so inspire Southern interest in public 
affairs as to raise the level of representa. 
tion in Congress, an enormous good will 
be done to the South and to the Demo. 
cratic party. 

The South has been a source of 
strength in its hitherto unfailing adher. 
ence to Democratic tradition; but it has 
generally failed, in 
the quality of its 
men and the form of 
their ideas, to com- 
mend itself to the 
electorate. Such non- 
entities as Blease and 
Heflin are a fearful 
drawback to any 
party. 

Smith, with his 
business ideas and 
his capacity for dramatizing public issues, 
will help to outmode this kind of pseudo- 
statesmanship and tend to bring the South 
to a realization of its own true interests, 
Prohibition and Pius XI notwithstand- 
ing. Henry Suydam. 














HARD TO LOOK AT 
“Tuey tell me that Fred’s new girl is 
slightly homely.” 
“Slightly homely? Why, her passport 
photographs flatter her!” 





Stmi_ce—As suspicious as a trust 
company. 
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“What's the idea, keeper?” 


“He’s just plain 


homesick, lady.” 
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NEIGHBORHOOD NEWS 


Los Angeles 


Tue Crry Hart clock was two minutes 
fast yesterday, we noticed. Write in when 
you come across something like that, so 
we can call it to Mayor Cryer’s attention. 


**#*] ooks like Will Rogers will have to 
build a bigger front porch on his Beverly 
Hills place, the way his campaign’s go- 
ing —Advt. 


***Anthony Fokker is building a big 
plant in town, he figuring the airplane is 
here to stay. Guess he’s right, but it’s 
kind of tough on the horse is our view. 


@ Will H. Hays, formerly of Washing- 
ton, D. C., has been visiting friends in 
Hollywood. 


***Miss Phyllis Haver, former Hutchin- 
son, Kans., girl, was back home recently, 
and says Hutchinson is still a good place 
to be from. Wm. ]. Pringle, Jr. 


Boston 


Frank STEARNS expects to get back to run- 
ning his store after March 4, 1929. 


***Several out-of-town ople visited 
Bunker Hill Monument this week. Bos- 
ton would be a bigger and better town 
if local citizens patronized their public 
monuments more. 


***Louis K. Liggett has had a cigar 
named after him, putting him in the same 
class with Henry Clay and Antony and 
Cleopatra. 


***Flectric’ refrigerators are all the rage 
among the younger married set. The 48- 
cube ones just cool off three qts. of 
Scotch. 


&% Local oyster cracker salesmen are en- 
joying a vacation for the month of Au- 
gust. They had May, June and July off, 


too. 


***Ralph Lindsay scored 30,750 points in 
the rolling ball game at Nantasket Beach 
last week and won a handsome Japanese 
ash tray. The Japs who run the place 
said some pretty complimentary things 
about Ralph’s skill. 


***Several sailors were noted in Scollay 
Square last Saturday night. 





***The North Station has been com- 
pletely ripped down. Now if something 
would only happen to the South Station, 
this would be a wonderful year. 


***The Boston Braves enjoyed a winning 
streak last week. They split a double- 


header. Neal O’Hara. 


Pittsburgh 


THE WHEELS of justice bogged during 
the recent honeymoon of Roy T. Klunk, 
the one hundred and sixty-three pound 
prosecuting attorney. The talk around 
town is that when Roy proposed he said, 
“Now answer me yes or no, sweetheart.” 


***Councilman Malone is raising old- 
fashion he-l because the young people are 
being put out of the city parks after dusk. 
Jim was young himself once. 


***Dr. Zolner (Olaf) Wissinger reports 
wisdom cavities as popular among the 
matrons this season. Doc is very hand- 
some. 


***Enemies have been circulating tales 
that the writer spent his vacation in 
Canada. The truth is that he was with 
friends in Detroit (Mich.). 

William Pfarr. 


New York 


NeEIcHBoRHOop News does not use patent 
insides.—A dvt. 


***FEdgar L. Masters the well known 
atty-at-law and poet was a pleasant caller 
on ye scribe the other day. 


***Taurence Stallings has been having 
his father-in-law Dr. Poteat pres. of Wake 
Forest College visiting him. 


***Mrs. Fink is making a lot of improve- 
ments on the old Schofield place which 
she purchased from Chase S. Osborn of 
Sault Ste. Marie, Mich. 


***People always complain about their 
jobs, but the Neighborhood Newsers are 
justified. If we don’t print somebody’s 
name they say we keep them out on acct. 
of something or other and if we do they 
say can’t you let me alone and respect 
privacy and never print my name again. 





If it wasn’t that we owe ¢ certain duty to 
the public we'd quit. 
***Clarence (“Bunny”) Knapp former 
Mayor of Saratoga Springs is busy nowa- 
days the racing season having just begun 
up at the Spa. Mr. K. is quite a devotee 
of the “sport of kings.” 
***Never was the town so replete with 
visitors and a record crowd thronged the 
Aquarium last Tuesday afternoon. 22 new 
specimens of the “finny tribe” have been 
garnered from the briny. 
***The theaters in this town are opening 
up again after the heated term not that it 
is over but August always sees some new 
plays to please or annoy Bro. Benchley, 
hey Rob? 

Franklin P. Adams. 


— 
Chicago 
A coop many of our schoolma’ams have 
temporarily discontinued their fight for 
living wages on acct. of vacationing in 
Europe. 
***Ed Cudahy, Jr., took dinner at one of 
his clubs recently. 
***Several of our machine gunners did 
their vacation shooting in New York last 
month. 
*** Art Lueder, the village P. M., dropped 
in at the post office last wk. to buy some 
stamps. 
***Sotiris Skipis, a Greek poet who week- 
ended here recently, says we are pretty 
well fixed for halls where business men 
and politicians and such can hold con- 
ventions, but have no meeting place for 
our poets. We guess Sotiris didn’t see our 
new Salvation Army soup kitchen. 


&* Some hick, probably from Detroit or 
St. Louis or some other little town, tried 
to mail a postcard in our fire-alarm box 
last wk., thereby practically ruining a 
checker game. 


***Ye ed heard that Franklin P. Adams 
was to be in town last week but as No. 
10 stopped practically every night and no- 
body got off carrying a typewriter we 
guess he must have rode past his stop. 





20 











***Boat excursions to Milwaukee and 
other foreign points are quite crowded 
these days. 


***Gen. James E. Stuart celebrated his 
87th birthday at his home on West Mon- 
roe Street Sunday. General Stuart is a vet- 
eran of the Civil, Spanish-American and 
World Wars, and certainly deserves a lit- 
tle space in NeicHBorHoop News, say we. 
Our wish is that he lives to see the time 
when this country is at peace. 


***An anonymous murder was committed 
here last wk. Foul play is suspected. 
Asia Kagowan. 


Louisville 


Ye Scrise has just heard that Ike Mar- 
cosson, who is one of our old home-town 
boys, is making good as a writer in the 
East. We always did think Ike would 
succeed some day. If he had of stayed 
here doing newspaper work he probably 
would of become a city editor. 

***T he society scribes in one of our news- 
paper offices are Green and Loving, but 
whether that is true or not we can’t say. 
a Dame Rumor hath it around here that 
an arrest may soon be made for violating 
the Prohibition law. 


***Cale Young Rice, our town’s best- 

known poet, must of pastured his 

Pegasus. Better get busy, Cale, say we. 
Raymond Daumont. 


Quebec 

THINGs are very quiet around the Garri- 
son Club since most of the town’s dyspep- 
sia went away for the summer. 

***John Grant Glassco and wife, who 
used to be Willa Price, daughter of our 
leading pulp and paper industry, are back 
in town from their wedding trip and are 
being called on in their apartment in the 
Chateau Saint Louis by all and sundry 
who sent presents. 


***Herbert (Sir) Holt and Ed. Beatty 
landed from England recently on one of 
Ed’s liners, both looking well and full of 
comment on England’s return to post- 
war normalcy, as is the habit of finan- 
ciers from those parts. 


***]T ucien Cannon, who solicitor-generals 
in his country’s behalf in Ottawa win- 
ters, will be back from Europe one of 
these days with his wife. In the mean- 
while Brother Bob is tending to Lucien’s 
law offices when he isn’t too busy fooling 
around with his airplane service, which is 
doing very well, he says. 


***The evening ankling along Dufferin 








Terrace has been particularly good this 
summer, as your corresp’t has duly noted. 


uw Try and get a room in the Chateau 
Frontenac!—Advt. 


***All and sundry who attended the In- 
vitation Tourney on the Manoir Richelieu 
Links at Murray Bay report the nine- 
teenth hole of that club as one of the 
sportiest elbow shots in the country. 


Leslie Roberts. 


Spokane 


Ye Ep wishes to compliment the Chris- 
tian Endeavorers on their vacation, which 
was orderly and well behaved in every 
way. 

w~ E. Vaughn Klein is learning a card 
trick. 

***The Paulsens are building a fifteen- 
story ell onto their place, and are think- 
ing of asking the neighbors to a con- 
crete-pouring bee pretty soon. 


***Vachel Lindsay had a piece in the 
American Mercury recently. He says there 
is only one thing he and Henry Mencken 
agree about, that being poetry. 


***The nights are nice and coel.—Addvt. 


***Bob Butler has been acting mayor so 
much of the time this summer that if you 
ask him for a match he will deliver an 
address of welcome. 


***Charles Hebberd, who was the origi- 
nal Hoover man in these parts, has come 
out for a dignified campaign. 


Stoddard King. 


Cincinnati 


Gero. Remus, our well-known importer 
and monologist, has returned from a short 
vacation up-State. 

***Some interesting shootings have been 


taking place in the home-brew camps 
along the Ohio R. 


***Les Beutel ate a big order of French 
fried potatoes on July 14th. When inter- 
viewed by ye scribe, Les would not com- 
mit himself except to say it was Bastile 
Day. 

***Frank Chandler, our popular auto 
dealer, has been riding his new horse 
every day lately. Frank says his aim is 
to take up horseback riding eventually. 
***Our haberdashers are showing neck- 
ties with airplanes, horses, and autos 
painted on same. Ye scribe recommends 
same to one and all having kiddies that 
are tired of cutting things out of paper. 

Tupper Greenwald. 





Detroit 


At SITH is expected to show his smilin 
face among us at no distant date and give 
his opinion on who ought to be the next 
President. Come on and tell us, Al. Don't 
keep us guessing. 

***A rush of advertising at the last mo. 
ment forced out quite a little excellent 
reading matter from this column las 
week, which we regret very much. 


***A Mr. Walter Hagen, who says he js 
British open champion, was arrested by 
Officer Batche while driving at 55 per on 
Jefferson Ave. These smart city fellows 
who think they can do as they please when 
they come to Detroit need taking down 
a notch or two. 


***Prof. Hobbs, the Ann Arbor savant, 
is summering with friends on the great 
ice cap of Greenland. Is it cool enough 
for you, Professor? 


***The old town was jammed full of 
cars and people Friday p. m. and most of 
the merchants report a rushing business. 
***A lively all-night party was given by 
Curt Bradner and friends Monday night, 
they watching the opening of a night 
blooming cereus till near dawn, Brad ex- 
plains, and being deeply affected. The 
love of flowers and etc. is a beautiful 


thing. 


***Dr. Fritz Langbein of Berlin (Ger- 
many ) has been stopping at the Statler and 
looking over our sewage disposal system. 
Our town is gaining an enviable repute 
tion as a place for sightseers. 

Elmer C. Adams. 


Birmingham 


Ice comes in handy these days. 


***A skunk has been added 


menagerie at the Avondale Zoo. 


to the 


***George Johnston who digs ditches 
hereabouts has taken the blindfold test 
for a prominent cigarette advertiser. 


***“Chiggers” spelled by Mr. Webster as 
“chigres” have been biting folks on re 
cent picnics and etc. 


***Proof that there are some good golf 


shots in B’ham was demonstrated the 
other week when Hon. R. A. Mont 
gomery was hit by a golf ball, same going 
in his hip pocket. That should serve asa 
warning to people who carry things on 
their hips on our courses. 


u* NeicHsorHoop News can be bought 
at Ben Fell’s and Webster Harris’s news 
stands uptown and at all of the news 
stands all over town.—Advt. 
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###W. O. Browne who does some high 
fying around here flew to Atlanta the 


other day. 


###4 number of mosquitoes have been 
making a number of one-stop flights here 


ot late. 
+**Everybody interested in forming a 
“Will Rogers for President Club” send 


in their name. 


***Birmingham ain’t no place for Eski- 


Robert H. Brown. 


mos. 


Paris (France) 
A coupce of Andy Citroén’s best taxis 
had a collision near the station the other 
day, no one being hurt by good luck. 
Andy says that the service will be back 


to normal within a short time. 


**Mr. Hennesey, genial English banker 
with Lloyd’s Bank local branch, has 
donned his white duck trousers and sport 
shoes during the hot spell, which gives 
quite a summery appearance to his big 
institution. 


x Lew Hauser was seen one day buying 
a drink in the Ritz Soda Shoppe, ac- 
cording to persistent rumor. 


**Quite a few folks were seen to drop 
in to the charming little bungalow of the 
Maharajah of Kapurthala one evening 
not long ago. 


***One of our most popular annual gath- 
erings has just taken place, the Quatz 
Arts Ball, at which revelry many of the 
leading members of the summer colony 
were present. The costumes, though sim- 
ple, were of extremely artistic design, giv- 
ing intimate glimpses of the period after 
which they were copied. A particularly 
number in the evening’s pro- 
gram the series of minuets and 
polkas, joined in heartily by all the 
guests. Other forms of entertainment were 
also offered, and the committee was 
felicitated by one and all, everyone hav- 
ing a good time. Ted Delano. 
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Was 





Junk Shop 


Here you can get full dress shirts, 
Life preservers, motor boats; 

Here you can get stylish skirts, 
Table covers, balsa floats; 

Pottery of Han and Ming, 


Bibs for baby, pants for John. . 
Here you can get everything 
But waited on. 
Baron Ireland. 
“Does Calkins stay angry nal the time?” 
“No, he has spells of violent good na- 


ture.” 





“I must go back to the beginning of my story—lI'm a little ahead of myself.” 








Vocational Hint 


To a young man embarking on a busi- 
ness career I offer the following advice. 
Perhaps you are puzzled as to whether 
you should follow the stage and become 
a matinee idol, or indulge in fisticuffs 
and exchange left hooks for dollars. 

To those young men who are puzzled, 
I say: “Read your daily newspaper. Not 
the help wanted ads, but the headlines. 
Read the headlines: ‘Shortage of Seats on 
Stock Exchange,’ “Thousands Demand 





Seats for Championship Fight.’ ‘Hun- 
dreds Unable to Get Seats for Opening 
of New Play,’ ‘Civic Club to Act on Seat 
Shortage in Subways’....read those 
lines, young men, not once but over and 
over....then go out and get a position 
in a chair factory.” H. F. M. 


REVISED PROVERB 
Ir a man makes a better mousetrap than 
his neighbors, the chances are he will 
catch mice. 











ste 





He: Well, what are you waiting for? 
Sue: Low tide. I can’t swim. 
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THE SILENT DRAMA 





Vitaphone ran off the track in one reel,} which Mr. Haines served just after his 
so that the lips of one character moved | graduation from Harvard, and before hy 
while the voice of another character was | became a cadet at West Point, a pitche 
coming out of the loud speaker. on the New York Yankees, and the star 
The collapse of the synchronization | of the Meadowbrook Polo Team. 

device creates a painful situation for the A young lady named Anita Page sy 
spectator, who can’t be expected to follow | ports Mr. Haines in “Telling the World” 
both the action and the speech when they | She is, if you should ask this Correspon. 
are working at cross-purposes. In such | dent, a pretty sweet proposition. 


“Lights of New York” an emergency, the spectator can do one 


of three things: he can shut his eyes, and The Ki 
ry ‘en c . . « 4 > y aa 
ne first full-length talking picture has| concentrate on the sound; he can stuff he ing of Beasts 


arrived. It is called “Lights of New| wads of cotton in his ears, and concen-|THE syMBot of the Metro-Goldwyp. 
York,” and while it may be classed as an | trate on the pictures; or he can seize his | Mayer corporation is a lion, and lately 
example of cheap, tawdry, obvious, third-| hat, rise, and walk out of the theater, | the geniuses in the Metro-Gold wyn-Mayer 
rate melodrama, it may also be set down making loud remarks as he goes. publicity department have been using 
as a remarkably interesting and creditable real, live lions to advertise Metro-Gold. 
experiment. Most of it reveals nothing “Telling the World” wya-Mayer pictures. They tried to send 
more than the utter stupidity of the movie one lion across the continent in an air 
mind; but there are moments of it that} Wit1am Haines must be an exception-| plane, but the plane crashed (or perhaps 
reveal the vast and exciting possibilities ally fine actor. He has been put to the| the crash was just a publicity stunt, too) 
that lurk in the new combination of pic- | supreme test: he has played the same role Lately they have conceived the stupen 
ture and sound. in six pictures—and an irritatingly offen- | dous idea of trucking a caged lion ali over 

There are two excellent performances sive role, at that—and he still manages to|the North American continent, with at 
in “Lights of New York,” by Eugene|be engaging and generally likable. tendant calliopes and other instruments 
Pallette and Robert Elliott, both of whom “Telling the World” is the best vehicle | of subtle ballyhoo. The truck with the 
are fortunate enough to possess good that he has had since “Slide, Kelly, caged animal visits one locality after an- 
“screen voices” (a phrase, by the way, Slide”; indeed, it captures some of the | other, draws up before the town hall, and 
which will undoubtedly be used fre- qualities of racy entertainment that were | creates a great deal of wholesome enthus- 
quently in Hollywood from now on). On |evident in the early Douglas Fairbanks | asm. If the lion happens to be overcom: 
the other hand, the love scenes, when|and Wallace Reid farces. There is a|by the heat and the dust of the road, and 
spoken out loud, sound dreadful beyond | rousing finale with the United States | is reluctant to co-operate with the pres 
words, particularly when the hero takes | Marines arriving (in the nick of time, as agents, they prod him and goad him int 
it upon himself to be cute. usual) to rescue the heroine from the ax|a state of approximate ferocity, for the 
of a Chinese executioner. It may even | entertainment of the good-natured crowd 
Wuen I saw “Lights of New York,” the} have been the very same regiment with | that has assembled. 

The only trouble with this ingenious 
scheme is that the lions aren’t likely t 
last long; they take sick and die, and it 
costs a lot of money to replace them. 

I have a pretty good idea of my own 
in this connection, and I offer it to the 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer press agents free 
gratis. It is this: Why not put Louis B 
Mayer into the cage, instead of the lion, 
and truck him about from town to town? 
In the first place, he would be much fun 
nier to look at than the lion, and in 
the second place, he would enter into the 
spirit of the thing more whole-heartedh 
(he being a big stockholder in the cor- 
poration). 

If the press agents accept my sugges 
tion, I shall be only too glad to accom 
pany Mr. Mayer’s cage about the country 
(still without charge) and help along 


with the prodding. 





R. E. Sherwood. 





(Recent Developments, a guide to cut 
rent moving pictures, will be found o 
page 24.) 





btn ne Sea He: I'd die for you, darling, if neces 
PuitosorpHic STONE-CRACKER: Well, my friend, ’tis simply Fate that has caused us to be | Sary. ; 
cast here. Sue: That reminds me—test this 

“Fate—hell! It was my wife.” liquor, will you, Joe? 
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Ballade of Serious Warning to 
the Approaching Theatrical 
Season 


For a legion of first-nights 
I have quite remarkably 
Squelched the urge to kicks and bites 
At each witless pageantry; 
Now I’ve altered utterly; 
They shall hear me in Madrid 
If 1 once more hear that plea: 
“Pull yourself together, kid.” 


Others may go off like kites 
‘Yor >» “ON : 
At “You mean—?” and “Now I see 


All” and such depressing rites 
Learned at Mother Drama’s knee. 
“Why d’you tell all this to me?” 

Does not make me crush my lid. 
Only this will cause débris: 

“Pull yourself together, kid.” 


Certain lines are not such frights 
If they're spoken with esprit: 

Look at “Who turned off those lights?” — 
That can still be sung in key. 








“Let me get this straight” may be 
Used and used... . but actors bid 

For swift death when this sounds free: 
“Pull yourself together, kid.” 


L’Envo1 
Prince of playwrights, leap with glee— 
Think of what your mind is rid: 
No more murder mystery! 
Pull yourself together, kid! 
Emanuel Eisenberg. 





The Taxi Driver Teaches His 
Wife How to Drive 
“Tuat’s it, kid, faster. Now stop real 
quick an’ see if you can make that old 
guy right in back bump into us. No, you 
didn’t do it right—his brakes didn’t even 
squeak, an’ he ain’t even sore. Now real 
slow an’ right up the middle of the street 
—no, over on the left side—there, that 
fellow wants to go around—go back in 
th’ middle, don’t leave him go around— 
yeh, that’s it. Now look back at him and 
laugh. Ha, ha, look at th’ poor sap. Now 
speed up again—act like you’re goin’ to 
make a left turn—there, now turn to th’ 
right real quick an’ see how close you 
can come to those boobs 


ahead. Fine; listen to him squeal. Now 
hit that mud puddle th’ same time 


the street car stops an’ try to splash water | 
over all th’ people what’s gettin’ off..... | 
Naw—that splash wasn’t so good; you | 


didn’t get any on their faces. Step on it 
now an’———etc..”” Scott Brown. 





A FAIRY STORY 


ONncE upon a time there was a Newspaper | 


Racing Expert who played his own se- 
lections. 





crossin’ th’ | 
street. Ha, look at ‘em scamper. Now | 
see how hard you can bump that new car | 
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The tobaccometer rates them... Bulb draws smoke from 
cigarette through the apparatus. A sensitive thermometer 
registers temperature of the smoke. 





Your temperature 


IN CIGARETTES? 


Have you ever considered the 
temperature of cigarette smoke? 

Consider Spud. Spud is 16.3% 
(Cent.) cooler! 

That’s what science says...says 
it in cold, unbiased figures 
through the Tobaccometer. 
Chemists operating this extraor- 
dinary little device recently tested 
two dozen leading brands. ..Turk- 
ish and Virginia, high-brow and 
low-brow, thirty-five and fifteen 
cent varieties...at the rate of 
10,000 “puffs” a day! 

It was a courageous but un- 
questionable way of proving 
Spud’s claim...of definitely com- 
pleting the enthusiastic experi- 
ence of hundreds of thousands; 


that Spud is actually and notice- 
ably a cooler cigarette. 

So fall in line, you cigarette en- 
thusiasts...you pack-a-day veter- 
ans and you after-meal beginners! 
Smoke Spud. Spud never ends up 
in any so-many-a-day discipline. 
Spud is lusty, unhampered to- 
bacco enjoyment. 

Spud’s first puff starts it...a 
novel, delightful little sweep of 
coolness. Try several Spuds, one 
after the other, and know the 
brand-new cigarette sensation of 
a continually moist-cool throat. 

Read of Spud’s overnight success 
in the entertaining pages of “Wel- 
come, Little Stranger”. Free. Also 
send $1 for Presentation Tin of 100, 


THE AXTON-FISHER TOBACCO COMPANY, INC., Louisville, Ky. 


SPU 
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Ci garettes..2o for 2o¢ 
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Reading Matters 
Fact 


The Complete Works of Francois Villon. Trans- 
lated by J. Nicolson. Covici, Friede—Two volumes, 
beautifully bound, contain all the Villon verse in all 
its bawdy vigor. Twenty dollars, if you please. 


The Intelligent Woman’s Guide to Socialism and 
Capitalism. By George Bernard Shaw. Brentano's— 
Not exactly summer reading, but, hot or cold, you 
ought to look it over. 

Houdini: His Life Story. By Harold Kellock, 
Harcourt, Brace—The most e xciting biography you'll 
eve read, even if it doesn’t tell you how he did what 
he did. 

Wayne Wheeler, Dry Boss. By Justin Steuart. 
Revell—Both the late Mr. Wheeler and his biographer 
meant well, which is the best that can be said of either 
the man or the book. 


Fiction 


Swan Song. By John Galsworthy. Scribner’s— 
The end is near for those faithful souls who have fol- 
lowed the fortunes of the Forsyte family all these 


years. 
Jerome; or, The Latitude of Love. By Maurice 
Bedel. Vikinge—The amorous adventures of a 


Frenchman in Norway make delightful reading. 

The Battle of the Horizons. By Sylvia Thompson. 
Little, Brown—A Washington girl marries into an 
English family, thus provoking many international 
observations. Worth your while. 


Trader Horn: Volume Two—‘‘Harold the Webbed, 
or The Young Vykings.” By Alfred Aloysius Horn 
and Ethelreda Lewis. Simon & Schuster—Somehow, 
we wish Mrs. Lewis had never bought that gridiron, 
and if that be treason you can go ahead and read the 
thing. 

The Window. By Alice Grant Rosman. Minton, 
Balch—England after the War and a lot of perfectly 
normal, pleasant people. Yes. 

The Island of Captain Sparrow. By S. Fowler 
Wright. Cosmopolitan—Contains the young lady 
without any clothes, the young gentleman with a gun, 
the horde of degenerate fellows, the primitive back- 
ground. All a la “Deluge,”’ and all extremely silly. 

War Among Ladies. By Eleanor Scott. Little, 
Brown—The wretched private life of the teachers in 
an English girl’s school furnishes the material for a 
masterly piece of propaganda which is, at the same 
time, a good novel. 


And Also 


The Road to Heaven. By Thomas Beer. .... 
Quiet Cities. By Joseph Hergesheimer. ... . 
many Hall. By M. R. Werner..... 


men Marry Brunettes. By Anita Loos. .... un- 
set Gun. By Dorothy Parker..... The Virgin 
qanene. By Harford Powel, Jr... .. The Closed 

arden. By Julian Green..... The Greene 


Murder Case. By S. S. Var Dine. 


Perry Githens. 





Drama 


More or Less 
Serious 


Coquette. Maxine Elliott's—A good cry will do 
you no harm, especially when induced by such acting 
as that of Helen Hayes. 


Diamond Lil. Royale—Just an old-fashioned ham 
melodrama which has bounded into high me as 
ere is 


entertainment among the knowing ones. 
an actress named Mae West in it. 








CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE 


The Ladder. 


‘ To be re- 
viewed later. 


Cort—A new version. 


: Porgy. Republic—A cross-section of Negro life 
ina suthern city, staged with great distinction. 
One of the show-pieces of the year. 


_ The Silent House. Shuberi— 
in town—in fact, the only one. 


The best horror show 


Strange Interlude. John Golden—You may be 
irritated at this five-hour drama of O'Neill's, and 
you may not feel that it is the masterpiece of the 
century, but it is doubtful that you will be bored. 


The Trial of Mary Dugan. Sam H. Harris—A 
murder mystery solved right in the courtroom and 
very neatly, too. 


Comedy and Things 
Like That 


The Bachelor Father. * Belasco—June Walker, C. 
Aubrey Smith, and Geoffrey Kerr in an innocuously 
pleasant treatment of the nocuous subject of bas- 
tardy. 


The Intruder. Belmoni—lIf this play really has 
opened by this week, you may be sure that we shall 
review it before long—if it is still running. 


The Lawyers’ Dilemma. Wallack’s—Even in the 
winter this wouldn't be worth going to. 


The Royal Family. Selwyn.—You don't really 
have to see any other of the current comedies 
Skidding. Bijou—Small-town home stuff which 


has practically nothing to distinguish it. 


Volpone. Guild—aA farce dealing with Renaissance 
Italy in a gay, well-decorated manner. 


Eye and Ear 


Entertainment 


Black Birds of 1938. Liberiy—Colored show with 
enough good stuff in it to stock three others. 


A Connecticut Yankee. Vanderbili—Still one of 
the best scores in town, with William Gaxton and 
Constance Carpenter talking modern slang in Ar- 


thurian costumes. 


Good News. Forty-Sixth Street—It can't be much 
fun being in such a fast-moving show as this on a 
summer evening, pleasant as it is to watch. 


Present Arms! Mansfield—Life 
comedy Marines which has many entertaining 
features and some good music. Charles King and 
Joyce Barbour among those present. 

Rain or Shine. Cohan—This is the Joe Cook show 
you may have heard us speak so favorably of. 


among musical 


Rosalie. New Amsterdam— Marilyn Miller, aided 
by the never-failing clowning of Jack Donahue. 


Scandals of 1928. A pollo—Maybe not quite so 
good as last year’s but quite good enough. he cast 
includes Harry Richman, Frances Williams, Ann 


Pennington, Willie and Eugene Howard, and Tom 
Patricola. 
Show Boat. Ziegfeld—You will have to see this 


sooner or later; so you might as well do it now. 
Charles Winninger, Helen Morgan, Puck and White, 
and Norma Terris. 


The Three Musketeers. Lyric—The third of Mr. 
Ziegfeld’s productions of the past season, giving him 


a practically perfect score. 
Robert Benchley. 





(Nore: Mr. Benchley’s regular theater 
reviews are omitted this week because of 
vacation.) 
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Silent Drama 


Recent Developments 


The Racket. 


Paramount — Thoma Meighan 
Louis Wolheim and Marie Prevost in a remarkably 
honest picture of political corruption in Chicago (or 


any other city), 

The Actress. Metro-Goldwyn—A thoroughly pleas. 
ant adaptation of ‘‘Trelawney of the ‘Wells’,” with 
Norma Shearer and some nice costume 


directed by Lewis Milestone. 


The Lion and the Mouse. Warner B 


One of 
the early experiments with the talking vie, ren- 
dered bearable by the quiet force of Lionel Barry. 
more’s voice. , 

The Drag Net. Paramounit—Anot! gripping 
crook melodrama, well acted and direct« 

The Cossacks. Metro-Goldwyn—John Gilbert is 
perhaps just a shade too buoyant thr h most of 
this, but when called upon to furnish some real acting, 
he furnishes same. 

Wheel of Chance. First National s_always 
good to see an ex-champion come back Richard 
Barthelmess does in this one. 

The Street of Sin. Paramount—Emil Jannings as 


a big Limehouse brute who is reduced t 
Salvation Army lassie. 


Laugh, Clown, Laugh. Meiro-Goldwyn—The old 
broken-heart-beneath-the-painted-smile gag, perpe- 
trated this time by Lon Chaney and Her : aes 





Fazil. Fox—This might have been go the ol 
days, when sheiks were popular. On second thought, 
I don't think it would. 

The News Parade. Fox—A nice little « iy that 


tries hard to be a thriller. 
_ The Magnificent Flirt. Paramouni—li 
for Florence Vidor's looks, and Albert C 
ner, this could be dismissed with a puff. 
Ladies of the Mob. Paramount—Clar 


to show anything but her ability as 
good, strong melodrama. 








The Big Killing. Paramounit—The fina! appear- 
ance, together, of Wallace Beery and Raymond Hat- 
ton. . Thank heaven, that's over! 

Ramona. United Artists—An effective applica- 
tion of the old phrase, “‘I was bored to te It's 
beautiful to look at, though. 

Tempest. United Artists—John Barrymore as a 
Russian revolutionist who fell in love with a grand 
duchess. He is very good indeed, and so is the pic 


ture. 


Street Angel. Fox—The same stars and 
director as in “Seventh Heaven,” but not 
degree of merit. 


His Tiger Lady. Paramount 
is so good he can make 
almost anything. 


the same 
the same 





Adolphe Menj ou 
you enjoy anyth -well, 


Ramén 
yunded 


Metro-Goldwyn 
completely surr 


Across to Singapore. 
Novarro and Joan Crawford 
by brutal, bestial sailors. 


Mother Machree. Fox—Much better than the 
song of the same name. 

The Trail of °98. Metro-Goldwyn—The adventures 
of a group of gold-seekers, from ‘Frisco to De wson 


City. Some of it is great. 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Universal — Thi 
Laemm'e version of the Civil War. 


The End of St. Petersburg, Hammerstein; The Man 
Who Laughs, Ul *iversal; ings, Paramount, and 
Sunrise, Fox—The best available. 


Lights of New York, Warner Bros., 
World, 


Carl 


and Telling the 


Metro-Goldwyn—Reviewed in this issue. 





R. E. Sherwood. 





















pani 
—a 
worl 


Fina 
Port 
for | 
hors 
Cam 

B 
tor ( 
hills 

A 
ings 
roon 

A 

A 
with 

Si 
lesse 
little 


pad 


SI 





ighan, 
kably 


BO (ur 


Pleas. 
with 


Jne of 
. Ten- 
Barry. 


ipping 


ert is 
Ost of 
Cting, 


ways 
chard 


-well, 


amén 
unded 


n the 


ntures 
> wson 


Carl 


» Man 
. and 


ng the 


1e. 


d. 





Les Camps for Needy 
Children 








The Hot Wave and the Seventh 
Heaven 


First— 

TerrisLe, scorching, midsummer heat. 
Sweltering tenements. Roaring traffic. 
Within the tenement rooms—illness, 

trouble, despair. Neglected children. 
Little boys and girls panting on the 

breathless streets, appealing to us for help. 


Then— 

SETTLEMENT Houses, Welfare Workers, 
Hospitals, Charitable Organizations, and 
Lire’s Camps for Needy Children. 
Magic words scribbled on slips of paper 
and clutched in childish hands—and the 
pitiful, white-faced youngsters know that 
they have friends somewhere, that they 
will be taken to the country for eighteen 

golden and glorious days. 


Big railway stations — capable, com- | 


panionable counselors—great excitement 
—a wonderful journey into the green 
world of the open country. 


Finally 
Porrersvitte, New Jersey (Lire’s Camp 
for Boys). Brown roads—farms—cows— 
horses—helds—more brown roads—The 
Camp! 

Branchville, Connecticut (Lire’s Camp 
for Girls). Sweet, lush meadows—rolling 
hills—cool woods! 

At both places, big airy Camp build- 
ings — mess halls — dormitories — play 
rooms. 

A swimming pool. 

A real brook and a swimming hole 
with a chute. 

Scouting — nature hikes — swimming 
lessons—three days and the most timid 
little city sparrow is paddling around like 
a duck. 

Sleeping tents. The great adventure! 
Gentle care—constructive play—scien- 
thc supervision, 

Indian lore—Indian pageants—patri- 
otic plays — baseball — story hours — 
games—amateur concerts where amazing 
talent leaps into being. 

The camp calf—utterly loved—infi- 
nitely patient—true pal (see page 32). 

Careful physical examinations—extra 
rations for undernourished and nervous 
children from the poorer city quarters. 
Lots of fresh vegetables, rich milk and 
bread and butter for all. Extra pounds 
appearing on thin little bodies. Tan on 
pallid little faces. Laughter in  fright- 
ened little hearts. (Please turn to page 30) 











EMBARRASSING 


a friend . . . don’t explain . 


apologize . . « be nonchalant 


MOMENTS 


When you run down 


don’t 


. light 


a MURAD... and offer him one too. 


_ ane z 


uy 





O P. Lorillard Cx 











DEFRAUDED 

Every morning for two years a young man had 
given a penny to the beggar at the crossing. 
One morning he said: ‘This is the iast time | 
shall be able to give you anything, Tom. I'm 
going away to get married.”’ 

‘‘What!"" said the beggar. ‘‘You are getting 
married!—at my expense?”’ 

—London Evening News. 








NOT SO SPEEDY 


[HE MOsT penetrating criticism of current ten- 
dencies in film production came from the balcony 
the other 
‘triangle’ drama, in a_ three-year-old treble: 


‘*Ma, where's Harold Lloyd?*’- —Detroit News 


night, during the showing of a 


No man is a hero to his dentist. 
—Louisville Times. 








Reddy Tees last longer. Made in 
one piece of tough white birch, they 
are hard to split or chip. Sold every- 





where. Red or yellow. 18 for 25c. 


THE REDDY ™« 


REC. v.S. PAT. OFF. 


Be sure you get the original and genuine 
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Highlights of Track History 


Dick Dare, Tom Rover and Frank Merriwell finish in a dead heat. 
—Carnecie Tecu. Pupper. 


“Aut Scissors aut Nullus” 


WHICH WOULD RUIN 
THE GAME 

Tue worst thing 

You could hope 

For these crushing hand- 
shakers 

Is that they hold 

Their golf clubs 

Just as tightly. 
—Arkansas Gazette. 


We heard recently of a 
University professor who 
accidentally attained the 
of mental eleva- 
He heard to 
murmur in a puzzled 
fashion: ‘“‘I’m drunk, 
and I know I'm drunk. 
It's a psychological fal- 
lacy."" —- Sporting and 
Dramatic News. 


stage 


tion. was 





WIPING 


**Harry 


‘EM OUT 
Loan, 
off and on for a number of years, writes he has 
left but will 
return will 


ALASKA paper: resident here 


town to accept a job elsewhere, 
the fall, at 
pudiate his just debts, dollar for dollar.”’ 


Transcript. 


in which time he re 


—BHoston 





stuck his head 
‘‘Here comes the 


The lawyer 


out of the window and said: 
bride.’’—Florida Times-Union 


Hollywood 





Ix an American theater a man stood up 
and shouted, ‘‘This play cannot on!" In 
London there is no need to do this.—Punch. 


oO 
go 





The absent-minded professor throws his cigar on 
the bed and himself through the window. 
-KasPperR (STOCKHOLM). 








‘‘Are you an oil burner?”? 
ae 
‘‘Well, lend me a can of gasoline.” 
—Lonpon CALLING. 


DRY MOTHER GOOSE 


| Ten little speakeasies running good and plenty, 
| Nine were closed up, then there were twenty. 


Twenty little speakeasies keeping open late, 
Nineteen raided, then there were thirty-eight. 


Thirty-eight speakeasies running bold and free, 
Thirty-seven padlocked, now there are fourteen 
thousand, seven hundred and three. 
(Including the original ten.) 
—Harding, in Brooklyn Eagle. 


AN IMPROVEMENT 
Evten Terry was once rehearsing a Shaw play, 
and G. B. S. was standing in the wings. Some- 
one said to him: 
“Is Miss Terry speaking the lines as you 
wrote them?’’ 
Shaw, greatly impressed, replied: 
**No, she is speaking the lines as I ought to 
have written them.'’—Kansas City Star. 


‘“*You don’t like orange juice in the morning?”’ 
*‘Reminds me too much of the night before.’’ 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 





Waar is home without a bother? 


‘‘Next t’ hangin’ around home till some. 
thin’ you've paid cash fer is delivered, wy 
hardest thing is waitin’ till a sightscein’ bys 
starts.""—Abe Martin, in Indianapolis News. 





Younc Wire: Of, Mother, Sir Boris doesn't love 
me any more. He denies me_ the simplest 
pleasures. Last evening, though I begged and 
prayed him, he wouldn't take me to see the thre 
witches being burned in the town 
—Hvumorist (Lonpoy). 





THE SUB-SUB-DEB SET 

Tue social whirl gets them early in these high 
pressure days. Two thirteen-year-old — misses 
were coming out of the home of one of them 
on Burns Avenue the other day, when a blast 
beau, of thirteen hard seasons, shoute 
over: ‘I can’t be with you this evening, girl 


also 


but you can surely count on me for week-en 


parlor duty.""—D. A. C. News 





AVIATION be said to have definite 


arrived when the entire high school eleven shows 


can 


up at the game in a single-seater. 
—Detroit News 











ULrra-sMart Wipow (to assistant in large stor 
Do you stock Sports Mourning? 
—Sketcn (Lonpox) 





PLAYING SAFE WITH TRAFFIC COPS 


A cOLoRED man was driving an old flivver ! 
Sarasota, Fla. In lieu of the license plate, he ha 
a shingle attached to the rear of his car # 
on this shingle were printed these words: “La 








—Toledo Blade. 


It.""—Chicago Tribune. 
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CANOPUS 
with pills political would dope us, 


WHEN quacks 
absorbs the livelong day, 


When pe yhitics 


e to think about the star Canopus, 


| lik 
So far, so lar away. 


visioned stars they say who list ‘em, 


Greatest 0 
To weigh 


would hold our whole dinged solar 


it science always must despair, 


system, 
Nor ever know ‘twas there. 
When Temporary Chairmen utter speeches, 
And fre 
hymr 

My thoug 
To where 


nzied henchmen how! their 


its Hoat out across the cosmic reaches 
Canopus swims 
When men are calling names and making faces, 
And al 
] meditate 
; 


And smoke 


the world’s ajangle and ajar, 
on interstellar spaces 
a mild seegar. 


For after one has had about a week of 


he arguments of friends as well as foes, 


\ star that has no parallax to speak of 
Conduces to repose. 

—by the late Bert Leston Taylor of the Chicago 

Tribune 


WoMEN are superior in Tibet.’’ Well, 


that makes it unanimous.—Lowisville Times. 
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simultg neously 
‘itle registered in U. S 


Lire are copyrighted. 
Breams 
The tureign trade 
London, E. C. 

returned unless accompanied by stomped and 


Mother and Son 


‘*How long do you intend to stand around like 


this with a cigarette in your mouth? 
movie opens—smoking ain’t 

allowed there.’’ 

FLIEGENDE 


BuAtrer (Municnu). 





in the United States, addressed envelope. 


For Reprint Rights 
Buildings, Fetter 
supplied from LiFe’s 





% IFI 
non-return of unsolicited contributions. 


THE CLOVEN HOOF 
We can explain an accident which took place 
last week in the 
philosophic taxi-driver was holding forth on the 
liberty. 
the brutality of policemen. 


Forties. It happened that a 


decay of His particular grievance was 
He referred to them 
as cattle. His passenger was a prankish fellow 


and he murmured, *‘‘All the same, a good many 
taxi-drivers certainly need cowing.’’ ‘‘Cowing! 
‘‘Maybe, but they 


bully us, do they?’’ In 


the driver exclaimed. don't 
need to 
joke, the 
wheel to gesticulate and his fare remarked, *‘Just 
This 


wretched remark seemed to paralyze the chauf 


uttering this 


driver removed his hands from the 


the same, you might as well steer."’ 


feur, and a good-natured truck bore down upon 
the cab and broke all the windows. 


New Yorker. 





Abbott's 


Nothing better for er appetite than 
Ww \ & Co. 


Bitters Sample by mail, 25 s ( bbott 
Baltimore, Md 





THE GUIDANCE OF YOUTH 

“A Boston lady told me that she had recently 
given up smoking, because her son had remon 
strated with her, and that she was going to give 
up drinking likewise lest he should reprove her 
for not observing the law.’’—/Prof. IJrving Fisher. 





‘Att that I am and 
grateful mother of today, 
—Detroit News 


all that I ever hope to 
I 
x¢,"’ says the “I owe 


to my angel child.” 


does not hold itself resp 


Notice of change of address should reach this office two weeks prior 
to the date of issue to be affected. 
addressed to LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York. 


Yearly Subscription Rate, $5.00 (Canadian, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60). 


All communications should be 


White teeth deceive 4 out of 5 


BECAUSE : - 


teeth are only as healthy as the gums 


go many people think they are secure when teeth are 
gleaming white. But too often they surrender to a 


disease of neglect—Pyorrhea. 


Lurking behind clean teeth is this marauder that takes 
high toll in health from 4 persons out of 5 after forty, 
and thousands younger. It ignores the teeth and attacks 


the gums, 


Take this precaution: See your dentist every six 
months, And start using the dentifrice that cleans teeth 
without the use of harsh abrasives and at the same time 
helps keep the gums firm and healthy. As you know, 
Pyorrhea seldom attacks healthy gums. 

Morning and night, every day, use Forhan’s for the 


Gums. 


Massage your gums daily with this dentifrice, 
following directions in booklet that comes with tube. 
Then you provide the protection teeth and gums must 
have. At all druggists—in tubes, 35c and 60c. Formula 
of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. Forhan Company, New York. 





Forhans for the g 


YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS 


HEALTHY 


AS YOUR GUMS 





with cracked 
ice or ginger ale or sparkling water. 


For the 
Porch Party 


Part of the pleasure of serving 
Welch’s Grape Juice is the knowl- 
edge that it’s so healthful as well as 
so refreshing. 


Just like the fresh fruit, Welch’s 
supplies mineral salts, fruit nour- 
ishment, and vitamines that help 
to keep your body in order. For it 
is the rich pure juice of fresh Con- 
cord grapes. 

Only the very finest Concord 
grapes in each year’s vintage are 
pressed for Welch’s. That is why it 
tastes so much better than anyother 
grape juice, whether you drink it 
straight, blended or diluted. 

It’s a fine fruit juice for children, 
and, luckily, they like it as well as 
grown ups. Recipes, including the 
always-popular Welch Punch, are 
printed on every label. 

7 7 7 
Free—Ideas for Summer Drinks. Mail 
a postcard to The Welch Grape Juice 
Co., Westfield, N. Y., L-90. In Canada, 
St. Catharines, Ontario. 


WELCH’S 


Once you've tasted Welch’s 
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ANOTHER DEFENDER OF BUNK 


To THE Eprror oF LIFE. 
Sir: 


For a long series of years I have 
held my peace and paid my subscription 
to Lire, though its stand on such matters 
as vivisection, Prohibition, Jew baiting and 
a good many others has met with my un- 
qualified condemnation. But you have 
now added “the last straw.” Your posi- 
tion on the above-mentioned issues has 
been capable of being overlooked on the 
ground that there might be two opinions 
about them. 

But when you propose to take the 
BUNK out of politics it is time for every 
good man to seize his trusty typewriter 
and come to the aid of the country. 

We live in a democracy. It is an axiom 
that the indifference of the voter is the 
sleeping sickness most likely of all plagues 


|to destroy popular government. Prophets 


of decay tell us that if all the self-dis- 
franchised voters were laid end to end, 
nothing short of the crack of doom 
would induce them to get up again. If 
this is true, and I accept it, then the real 
patriot is he who incites the citizen to 
gird up his plus-fours and get out to the 
polls. Who is the hero that performs this 
public service? Who is the goose whose 
cackle saves Rome? He is the anointed 
purveyor of BUNK: He is the POLITI- 
CAL LIAR. 

Your Bunkless campaign would pro- 
duce some such truthful stump speech as 
the following: 


“Fellow Citizens: Here are two of us 
running for the United States Senate. 
Neither of us is especially fitted for 
the office. Neither of us has any clear idea 
what the real needs of this great and com- 
plex country are or how they could be 
met if we did know them. Each of us is 
fairly honest and of average intelligence. 
Either of us will do the best he can when 
it does not require too much of an effort 
or entail too much inconvenience. We 
want the office because it confers a certain 
distinction and has a fair salary connected 
with it. You would never know which of 
us was elected except by reading the news- 
papers. It is doubtful if the effect on any 
one of you will be anything that he can 
call either good or bad.” 


With such a campaign Election Day 
would be forgotten. Only the banks would 
notice it. Moss would grow on the bal- 
lot box; the ballot would rust in its 
scabbard; suffrage would atrophy, the 
Nineteenth Amendment become as a tale 
that is told. 

But enter the Political Liar. Everything 


no other grape jusce will do \'s changed. The air is tense. He arises 





Fat Does — 
Depart 


Without Starving 


tt 


Slender people all about you can tell you 
how to lose fat easily and pleasantly. They have 
done it, and without abnormal exercise or diet, 

They used Marmola prescription tablets, 
the scientific method. They used them to cor. 
rect a gland deficiency which makes many 
over-stout. Just as modern doctors do. 

Marmola has been used for 20 years—mil- 
lions of boxes of it. The use has grown to 
enormous proportions, because of results seen 
in every circle. People who have lost fat and 
gained new vitality are in every community 
telling others the way. They will tell you if 
you ask them. 

There is no secret about it. The formula of 
Marmola comes in every box, with the scien. 
tific reasons for results. You know what you 
are taking, and why. 

Go get it if you are over-fat. Read the book 
in the box, then watch the effects. Do this for 
beauty’s sake, for health’s sake, for greater 
joy in living. Don’t envy the slender. Go dc 
what they did. 

Marmola prescription tablets are sold by 


all druggists at $1 per box. Any druggist 
who is out will order from his jobber. 


MARMOLA 


Prescription Jablets 
(The Pleasant Way toReduce 





BUNIONS 


Quick, safe relief from Bunion 
pain. Prevent shoe pressure. 


At all drug, shoe, dept. stores, 35¢ 


Dr Scholls 
Zino-pads  *yi2.73* 


For Frea Sample, write The Scholl Mfg. Co., Chicaso 








—nausea, dizziness and faintness 
caused by all forms of Travel Mo- 
tion. Sea, Train, Auto, Car or Air 
Travel Sickness yields promptly to 
Mothersill’s. 36 
75c. & $1.50 at Drug Stores or direct 
The Mothersill Remedy Co., Ltd. 
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EE 
and speaks thus: “My Fellow Country- 
men: 1 had hoped that this campaign 
might be conducted on that high plane 
to which the exalted office that is its prize 
entitles it. But it seems that this is not to 
be. My opponent, yielding to the base im- 
pulses of his own vile and villainous 
nature, has attempted to poison the 
minds of the good pee-pul of this state 
against me. But it shall never be said that 
| rested under the calumny of the black- 
ouard or refused to fight the Devil with 
fre. I shall use the only weapons that 
can reach this reptile opponent of mine, 
| shall meet him in the arena of his 
choosing. I shall begin with his grand- 
father, who was run out of the state by a 
vigilance committee; I shall continue with 
his father and show you how he escaped 
the penitentiary by selling out his associ- 
ates, and will tell you why my opponent's 
wife spent last year abroad. And these 
will only be the beginning.” 

When matters have reached this stage 
we begin to be interested. We crowd to 
hear the speaking, we shout and roar and 
have fist fights. By Election Day we can 
think of nothing else. We go to the polls 
and cast a record vote. The citizens are 
awake. The country is safe. Thanks to 
the political liar—thanks to BUNK. Who 
was elected?——Oh, no matter, that is of 
no importance. 

J. W. CaLuoun. 

Austin, TEXxAs. 





THE DRUNKEN DRIVERS 
To THE Eprror oF Lire. 

Sir: 

The newspapers all are giving you 
the credit for the Safe & Sane Fourth. 

Why has not the time arrived for you 
to put your influence in favor of Dry 
Automobile Drivers? With practically an 
auto for every family in the United States, 
has not the question been taken out of 
Personal and State Rights into the Life or 
Death class? 

I cannot think of anything that would 
be a greater benefit to all the people than 
a concerted effort by the newspapers and 
magazines to arouse public opinion against 
the man who drinks and drives, en- 
dangering precious lives. 

Your work for the Fourth of July has 
been worth all the magazine has cost, 
and now will you not add to your crown 
this great work? 

G. E. WHEELER. 

SPRINGFIELD, Vr. 





WE CAN’T IMAGINE WHICH 

WEEK YOU MEAN 
To tHe Eprror or Lire. 

Sir: 

Well, anyways, you had a pretty 
good-looking cover on your magazine last 
week, 

J. A. Smyrue. 
Fort Scorr, Kansas. 


Eating too much 


° be) 


Ccmalh 


For over 30 years, people who know 


what they want and why they want 
it have preferred Beeman’s Pepsin 
Gum: Because of its smooth qual- 


ity and refreshing flavor—and be- 
cause Beeman’s Pepsin Gum aids 
digestion. Don’t forget your stick of 
Beeman’s after meals! 
































To 
PARIS & ITALY 


Marseilles, Vienna, Trieste, 
Italy and Central Europe 


For a change—try this de luxe 
Southern Service to Paris, via Mar- 
seilles. World's fastest motor-ships 
to Paris, Vienna, Trieste, Rome, 
the Riviera and Central Europe. 
The last word in luxurious accom- 
modations and cuisine. Motor ferry 
service—drive on here, drive off at 
destination—no crating or packing; 
surprisingly economical rates. Send 
for brochure of interiors, descrip- 
tions, rates, and sailing dates. 


Any Steamship Agent, or Direct to 
PHELPS & CO., General Agents 


Cosulich Line 
19 Battery Place, New York 
Sail on World’s Fastest Motor Ships 


SATURNIA VULCANIA 


24000 Gross Tons— 24000 Gross Tons— 
No Smoke or Cinders No Smoke or Cinders 


PRESIDENTE WILSON 


Famous for Her Superior Service to Italy 
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NO. 31415167 


—" 
4 ¥™ s ; 
This is patent No. 31415167, held by Sandy 
R. MeNiblic, Passaic, New Jersey. The in- 
ventor claims that itis impossible to lose this 
ball as long as the air pressure holds out and 
the player isnot deaf.W e regret to state that 
these golf balls cannot be found on the mar- 
ket (or anywhere else) at the present time. 
But Wilson Colored Balls can befound.To 
be more exact, they can’t be lost. Colored in 
brilliant Oriole-Orange or Canary-Y ellow, 
they stand out like dandruff on a blue serge 
suit. Take your pick and drive off. 
HOL-HI a thoroughbred in performance 
$1.00each - - += = $10.75 per dozen 
DURA-DIST guaranteed for 72 holes 
75 centseach - - - - $9.00 per dozen 


CHEERIO guaranteed for 54 holes 
50 centseach - - - ~- $6.00 per dozen 


ASK YOUR PRO OR DEALER 
e 


GOLF EQUIPMEN 


4 
WILSON -WESTERN SPORTING GOODS CO. 
New York - Chicago - San Francisco 
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‘THROUGH A 
PORTHOLE 


“The eternal landscape of the 
past”... golden with the aura 
of romance... from the white 
walls of Cadiz to the Blue 
Grotto at Capri...the sentinel 
Gibraltar to a dahabeah onthe 
Nile ... from fashionable 
Monte Carlo to Bethlehem... 
cities of imperial glory... .crude 
villages . . . East and West 
mingling on gay boulevards 
and in twisted alleys... all 
in early spring, the glad season 
of life . . . on the 


MEDITERRANEAN 
CRUISE: SUPREME 


on the specially chartered s. s. 
Homeric — “The Ship of 
Splendor.” Sailing from New 
York— January 26th, next. 
A peerless itinerary . . . one 
of the world’s leading, most 
modern, most luxurious 
steamers .. . the largest ship 
sailing to the Mediterranean. 


Let us send you full particulars 


THOS: COOKS SON 


New York Philadelphia Boston Baltimore 
Washington Chicago St. Louis 
San Francisco Los Angeles Portland, Ore. 
Toronto Montreal Vancouver 








Lire’s Camps for Needy 
Children 


(Continued from page 25) 


Overnight camping in the woods. The 
“seventh heaven” reached. Ponchos spread 
on the soft earth, pine needles and aro- 
matic leaves for pillows, a camp fire, a 
good supper, a dreamless sleep. 

Can this be the same world that held 
only last week these same children weep- 
ing and struggling on the hot tenement 
roofs, where whole families spent the in- 
sufferable nights in a vain search for some 
relief from the heat? 

Can it be? 

Yes. And these Camps are Lure’s 
answer to the question, “Who is my 
neighbor?” 

This work has been going on for forty- 
one years. Yet each year we must rely 
anew on the generosity of Lire’s readers 
to carry on. 

Unless you send us immediately your 
dollar, your ten dollars or your hundred 
dollars, this very necessary effort to succor 
the little children will languish. 

Twenty dollars ($20) pays for one 
child at either of the Camps for eighteen 
healing, health-giving days. More, sends 
more children to the country. Smaller con- 
tributions quickly mount up to the sum 
necessary for one child. So, you see, every 
penny helps—is used—is received with 
gratitude. Please make checks payable to 
Lire’s Fresh Air Fund, and mail to us at 
598 Madison Avenue, New York. 

The great thing is—send something. 

If you are in New York this summer, 
or near New York, go yourself to the 
Camps and see the good that you are 
doing. You will be very welcome. 


L. A. F. 





$9,638.67 
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Previously acknowledged 

Mrs. Chas. A. Sweet, 
Mass. 

Elinor L. Hughes, Cambridge, Mass.. 

Mrs. Harris Whittemore, Naugatuck, 
Conn. 

Miss Dorothy B. Almy, Salem, Mass.. 

Mrs. A. B. Tenney, Lexington, Mass.. 

Miss Ethel Du Bois, New York 

In Memory of T. W. ¢ 

Mrs. W. D. Hubbard, Hartford, Conn. 

In Memory of C. S 

Mr. and Mrs. Theodore D. Starr, Chest- 
~* ( Ss Ate 

Mrs. J. J. Storrow, Jr., Marblehead 
Neck, Mass. 

Mrs. M. C. Armstrong, Buzzards 
Mass. 

Elias Moss, Bronx, N. Y 

Miss B. W. Mitchell, Forestville, Conn. 

Mrs. J =. Sterrett, Chestnut Hill, 
Pz 


West 


5.00 


20.00 

Bay, 
10.00 
1.00 
5.00 


5.00 
40.00 
1,00 
10.00 
50.00 
20.00 
20.00 
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10.00 
5.00 
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. E. H., Springfield, 

M. K. Rooke, New Rochelle, N. amas 
Fredk, L. Holman, Merchantville, N. J. 
W. M. Houghton, Chestnut Hiil, Mass. 
Charles A. Tyler, Philadelphia 

Mrs. A. L. F. Jordan, New York.... 
L. K. McCafferty, New York 

Dr. C. C. Curtiss, Syracuse, N. Y.... 
Mrs. D. L. Dunham, Wayucovilie, x. & 
V. Klier, Gary, W. V 

Joyce and Allan 

R. E. Burke, New York 

Miss L. F. Fish, Flushing, 

From G. G. and Billy Bumps......... 
Bradley B. Gilman, New Haven, Conn. 
In Memory of B. W. H 

Anonymous (Cleveland) 

John C. Lober, Wynnewood, 

Mrs. Jeannette S. Parmely, Erie, Pa.. 
Miss Althea Ward, New York 

Miss Rebecca J. Austin, Rosemont, 
Robert V. Cram, Mimneapolis..... eee 


** Paris le 10me Juillet 


LEAVING CHERBOURG MAURETANIA 
STOPPING ROOSEVELT NEW york 
ARRIVE CHICAGO CENTURY MONDAY" 


Nene so renowned they need no 
qualification. The travel-wise, equally 
at home on the Rue de la Paix, Fifth 
Avenue or Michigan Boulevard, ip. 
stinctively select The ROOSEVELT az 
their New York residence. 


1100 Rooms ~- Single or En Suite 


» Madison Avenue 
‘at 45th Street 
New York, N. Y. 

EDWARD CLINTON FOGG 
, Managing Director 











SMELLING 


SALTS 


At home, at the theatre, while 
shopping or traveling, or if you 
find yourself in stuffy rooms o 
crowded places, the pungent fre 
grance of Crown Lave! 

Smelling Salts clears the Drain, 
steadies the nerves, counteracts 
faintness and weariness. It i 
invigorating—a delight and com- 
fort. Sold everywhere. Schieffelin 
& Co., 170 William St., New York. 




















New Shorthand is Quick 
Road to Good Salary 


Learn at home 
in 72 study hours 


Thousands have won good salaries quickly 
by this easy, new shorthand... Speedwrit- 
ing. No curves or pothooks to learn; 
only ordinary letters of alphabet. En- 
dorsed by educators and business men. 
Gives young people quick start toward 
business success. Costs little. Pay while 
learning. Just sign this adv. and mail 
for specimen lesson. Brief English Sys 
tems, Inc., Room H199, 200 Madison Avt, 


New York City. 
+, 
tin 


JUST SIGN HERE AND MAIL 


























our 
best rien 




















OUR fellowmen will welcome the mild fra- 

grance of Sir Walter's favorite tobacco. They'll 
be grateful that at last your “social pipe” is living 
up to its name. It’s mild, it’s mellow, it’s kept fresh 
in the tin by a wrapping of heavy gold foil. It’s the 
perfect combination for a well-bred pipe. 

LIMITED OFFER 
(for the United States only ) 

If your fav orite tobacconist does not carry Sir 
Walter Raleigh, send us his name and address. 
In return for this courtesy, we'll be delighted 


to send you without charge a full-size tin of 





this milder pipe mixture. 
Dept. X, Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corp. 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 


SIR WALTER 
RALEIGH 


4 Who discovered how good a pipe can be 
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In Memory of Bob 
A Friend (Boston) 
A. J. Newton, Rochester, N. Y 
Mrs. Howard Kellogg, Buffalo, 
J. L. Luckenbach, Glen Cove, L. I.. 
Scheck Adv. Agency, Newark, N. 
Patients of 60 Park Avenue 
Kate N. McComb, New Y 
Wm. J. Durfey, Montclair 
Mrs. Albert R. Warner, Cleveland, O. 
“For Bridge $6, A. C. N.” 
John C. Lyeth, New York 
Herbert H. Blizzard, Phila., ei 
Annie B. Wilson, Wheeling, W. Va. 
Miss Dora Murdock, Glen Cove, L. I.. 
Anonymous 
Mrs. W. J. Knapp, Rye, N. 
Winthrop C. Swain, Scarsdale 
Louise Russatt, Buffalo, N. Y 
Zoe Compton Warner, Pelham, 
George A. Crocker, New York 
C. V. Meserole, New York 
Abram S. Post, Quogue, L 
Helen, Murray and Billy J« 
Haven, Conn 
W. B. Hosford, Mishawaka, 
Mrs. Robt. G. Browning, Tenafly, N. J. 
Mrs. J. J. G 
W. H. Carpenter, New York 
Robert E. Darling, Simsbury, Conn.. 
Park Ave. 
a er neu eas-wn 
Mrs. J. Wm. Wood, Chester, Pa 
\. Frankel 
Dourif, Huntington, W. Va 
Henry F. English, New Haven, Conn.. 
D. H. Putnam, Ashland, Ky 
Ella Marie Lilly, Anderson, Ind 
Anonymous (P. G. B.) 
O. D. Duncan, Montclair 
Jimmy Furniss, New York 
Toddy Furniss, New York 
Mrs. Wm. C. Peyton, New York 
Elisha Dyer, Glen Cove, 
Mrs. C. R. Drury, Brooklyn 


Miss Augusta F. Johnston, Washington, 


L te 
Minnie Munich, Oxford, N. C 
E. B. N 
In Memory of Amos B. Hyde........ 
In my Mother’s name, Boston 
Blanche W. Rosenberg, Rochester, N. 
Barbara Crane, Dalton, Mass..... ; 
Priscilla Pruden, Ridgewood, N. J.... 
Mee. Burchard Dutcher, Scarsdale, 
oy 


Mrs. E. M. Grout, Waterford, N. ee 
Stella Arnold Dutcher, Poughkeepsie. . 
Mrs. M., Cedarhurst, L. I : 
Mildred Thorkilsen, Brooklyn... . 
Mrs. James Clarke, Manhasset 
Mrs. G. W. Spackman, Coatesville, 
Anonymous, Philadelphia............. 
Mrs. Effingham Lawrence, Jr., New 
York 
Mary L. Hone, McKeever, N. Y...... 
Mrs. Wm. W. Marshall, West Hampton 
Beach 
A friend, 
Hu. V. S&S. 
W. H. M 
Helen G. Kirkwood, Colorado Springs. 
Florence M. Underwood, Jersey City.. 
T. W. Whattam, Newton, N. J 
y Lloyd, Colorado Springs........ 
s. Carroll Paul, Marquette, Mich... 
T., Pueblo, Colo 
. H. M., Emmetsburg, Ia 
Miss Edith Collord, Sea Cliff, L. I.... 
C. W. Goodale, Boston 
Mr. and Mrs. James Norris, Chicago. . 
R. M. B., New York 
Mrs. M. T. R., Pittsbur 
F. Darlington, New Yor 
Amelia Shapleigh, W. Lebanon, 
Anonymous, Birmingham, Ala...... 
Leonora A. Davison 
Mrs. Isaac W. Jeanes, Phila., Pa 
J. C. Woodman, Flushing, N. Y 
Mrs. F. B. Geddes, Scarsdale, 
C. M. Means, Dallas, Te 
J. K. Olyphant, Jr., New York 
—_. eC 
Philip Hussa, New York 
Leonce Marx, New York 
Miss Edith D. Brower, Brooklyn 
Pauline W. Tuttle, Sheffield, Mass... . 
Evan Owen, New Y 
Mrs. W. F. Jenkins, New Rochelle.. 
Mrs. Frank O. Hardy, Fitchburg, Mass. 
Mrs. Charles E. Rynd, Brooklyn 


Mr. and Mrs. Maynard Hazen, Hart- 


ford. Conn. 
Eva Wilson, N 
Mrs. H. V. 
Mrs. Westray Ladd, Philadelphia 
Patty—Betty—-Winslow, Jr., Springfield, 
Mass. 


Stetson, New Bedford, 


James S. Montgomery, Philadelphia... . 
Mrs. W. H. Davis, New Y 
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5.00 


20.00 


“$11,069.87 








From the first smoke in the 
morning to the last one at night 
is a long smoking day—far too 
long to expect your mouth to 
stand up without a bit of help. 

It takes but a little effort to 
give your mouth that help and 
you'll be surprised how much 
more pleasing your whole smok- 
ing day will be if you start the 
morning with a thorough brush- 
ing with Squibb’s Dental Cream. 

Squibb’s not only freshens 
your mouth then, but it also 
keeps on working long after 
you use it. The minute grains 
of Milk of Magnesia deposited 
in the mouth crevices constantly 
fight any tendency to fuzziness 
or irritation, and keep the 
breath sweet. 

If that last puff isn’t every 
bit as good as the first, use 
Squibb’s Dental Cream morning 
and night. Then let your smok- 
ing taste judge the difference. 
40c at any druggist’s. 

Copyright 1928 by E. R. Squibb & Sors 
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Wetzel (\ 


Established 1874 
2and 4 E. Forty-Fourth Street 
NEW YORK 














| “T°O look distinguished but 

| not distinctive, fashion- 
able yet not fashioned, smart 

'| without affectation, are attri- || 

|| butes of good taste—and fun- ] 
damentals of W=TZEL artistry 








ROGERS 


is throwing his 
Copii by Wee rope in LIFE 


As LIFE’S candidate for President on the 
Anti-Bunk ticket, Will Rogers is going strong! 
Every week he drops his rope over another 
piece of political hokum and drags it out into 
the daylight. The campaign is getting hotter 
every minute. All the candidates are warm- 
ing up for the big show. Hoover or Smith, 
Wet or Dry, Regular Voter or Conscientious 
Objector, you will want to hear what Will 
Rogers has to say at the height of the cam- 
paign. The best place to see and hear every- 
thing is right here in the pages of LIFE. 














And from the same front seat, you see and hea 
the sprightly comments of Robert Benchiey, Walter 
Winchell, Robert Sherwood, Fred Cooper, Elmer Davis, 
Baird Leonard, John Held, Agnes Smith, Gluyas 
Williams and all the others. Reserve your seat now 
by filling out the ever ready coupon: 


(eeeeeeneeesee==-| TEAR HERE | eeleeetasleetetetataiale 


SEND ME LIFE FOR ONE YEAR 
FIVE DOLLARS ENCLOSED 





WHEN Goop Fettows Get ToceTHER 
That he survives all the fondling, curiosity and experiments eee eee [ 
that he cheerfully bears at Lire’s Camp at Pottersville, N. J., Go WHE Begs Campane, Se 8 anes bee 
only proves anew the theory that “calf love” is one of the (453) 


grandest experiences in the world. LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York City 


THE DEVINNE-HALLENBECK COMPANY, INC., NEW YORK 
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3 BRORVSLER 


“RR oc beet ta as i i 


By every test by which automobiles are judged, the new 112 h.p. Chrysler 
imperial “80” is superior to other fine cars in performance, quality and value. 


Not alone because it is one of the world’s most powerful motor cars, but 
because that power is translated into terms of flawless behavior. 


Not alone because its bodies are remarkable for their long graceful lines, 
their fine grooming, their charm and diversity of chromatic coloring. 
But because in these hand-built bodies by Chrysler, Locke, LeBaron 
and Dietrich, is that note of restraint that speaks true smartness. 


For performance with superlative comfort and the individuality of exclusive 
bodies, this splendidly-engineered and precision-built Chrysler is justly the 
choice of those who know the finest motor cars. Hence, the swing to the 
new 112 h. p. Imperial “80.” 


i — 
—— 


Roadster (with rumble 
seat), $2795; Five-Pas- 
enger Sedan, $2945; 
Town Sedan, $2995; 
Seven-Passenger Sedan, 
$3075; Sedan-Limou- 
sine, $3495; also in 
custom-built types by 
Dietrich, Le Baron and 
Locke. All prices f. o. b. 
Detroit, subject to current 
Federal excise tax. 


ee 
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cAT THE MASQUERADE 


LADY CYNTHIA——Milord, you're a perfect Chesterfield... 
LORD CHESTERFIELD——Milady, every Chesterfield is perfect! 


7 


Chesterfield cigarettes are mild... not strong or harsh. eross-blended in a different way, from other cigarettes and 
Chesterfield cigarettes satisfy...that is, they appease the the blend can’t be copied! 
smoke-taste. They are not insipid or tasteless. They are MILD. . . yes, mild enough for anybody... and 
The tobaccos in Chesterfield cigarettes are blended and yet... they SATISFY. 


LIGGETT 4&4 MYERS TORACOCO CO. 
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